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PREFACE 

Book Three of the Elson Readers introduces the child to 
stories and poems of compelling interest and to some of the 
great story-tellers, ancient and modern. The book recognizes 
that the child at this stage is in the golden age of pure fancy^ 
and that stories which appeal to his imagination are best suited 
not only to interest him in reading, but also to interpret for 
him his own experiences. The world of reality, however, is not 
overlooked, for the magic realm of nature is given abundant 
recognition. 

This book is distinctive for the many selections that impress 
a wholesome influence of high ethical ideals, particularly the 
ideal of service. Not only are there stories from the past — 
fairy tales, fables, and folk tales — but also present-day 
stories, rich in ideals of home and country, heroism, and 
helpfulness to others — ideals to which the World War has 
given new meaning that the school reader should perpetuate. 
There are stories and poems of the flag, of Washington and 
Lincoln, and of the Red Cross, as well as selections suited to 
festival occasions — Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Year, Easter, 
Arbor and Bird Day, and Columbus Day. There is something 
for every day's needs, and for all the children. 

The many action stories in this book adapt it to the purposes 
of rapid silent reading — a project of a most important kindc 
(See Suggestions for Silent Reading in Helps to Study.) Several 
of the selections are presented in dramatized form, while many 
others lend themselves admirably to this treatment, thus offering 
project material of another excellent type. 

In the preparation of this book particular attention has been 
^ven to simplicity of treatment, not only in vocabulary, but also 
in the story-element, the plot. The Helps to Study contain 
questions and suggestions that make clear the main idea, 
stimulate thinking, and lead to habits of observation and inquiry. 

A Word List for spelling, pronunciation, and meaning, pro- 
vides a basis for systematically increasing the child's vocabulary. 



Summer fading, winter comes — 
Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs, 
Window robins, winter rooks. 
And the picture story-books. 

— Robert Louis StevensoTi 
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THE RUDE LITTLE HARE 

One summer morning a little hedgehog was sit- 
ting at the door of his home. He was a merry Uttle 
fellow who wished everybody to be happy. 

"I think I'll just run over to the field and take a 
look at our turnips," he said to his wife. 

/'I hope you won't meet any of those rude hares," 
said little Mrs. Hedgehog. "Yesterday they were 
in thdr cabbage patch when our little ones and I 
walked by. They laughed at our short legs, and 
said it must be stupid to be so slow." 
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"Do not mind them, my dear. A hedgehog is 
as good as a hare any day. FU be back soon/' said 
the little hedgehog as he started off. 

Just as he reached the turnip field he met a little 
hare. Now the hare thought himself a v^y fine 
fellow, indeed, because he could run like the wind. 
He was proud and ill-tempered, too. 

When the little hedgehog saw the hare, he said 
in his pleasantest manner, "Good morning, Neighbor 
Hare.^' 

The hare did not answer his polite greeting, but 
said in a very rude manner, "Why are you in the 
fields so early this morning?'' 

"Oh, Fm just taking a walk," answered the little 
hedgehog pleasantly. 

"Taking a walk!" said the hare with a laugh. 
"What fun can it be to walk with such queer, short 
legs? I saw your wife and little ones yesterday, 
and I thought I should die laughing at them." 

This rude speech made the little hedgehog very 
angry. "I suppose you think your long legs are 
much better than my short ones," he said. "But 
if you will run a race with me, FU show you that 
my legs are quite as good as yours." 
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"That sounds like a joke," said the hare. "But 
I'll race with you right now. We'll race down the 
furrows between yoiu- fine turnips. You run In one 
fiuTow and I'll run in another, and we shall soon 
see who will reach the otha" end first. We may 
as well start at once, and get the race over." 

"Not so fast," said the hedgehog. "I must go 
home and get some breakfast first. In half an 
hour rU be here again." 

The hare said that he would wait for him, and the 
hedgehog started hrane. "That rude hare is too 
proud of his long l^s," said the little hedgehog to 
himself. "I'll teaeh him that it does not pay to 
boast." 
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THE RACE 

When he reached home he found his wife, and 
asked her to help him play a joke on the hare. On 
the way to the turnip field he told her just what he 
wanted her to do. "You must hide at the far end 
of the furrow/' he said. "Just before the hare 
reaches there you must pop your head up and say^ 
*I am here first!' You and I look so much alike 
that the hare will think I have beaten him.'' 

The hedgehog's wife laughed and laughed at the 
joke they would play on the proud hare. 

Soon they reached the field, and the little hedge- 
hog placed his wife at the far end of the furrow. Then 
he went to the other end, where he found the hare 
waiting for him. 

"Let's start at once," said the proud hare, "and 
get this foolish race over." 

"I am quite ready," said the little hedgehog as he 
took his place in his furrow. 

The hare hopped to the next furrow and took his 
place. Then he counted, "One, two, three, go!" 
and away he went like the wind. 

The little hedgehog ran only a few steps and then 
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he lay quite still among the leaves. The hare thought 
that the hedgehog was still running. 

Just before the hare reached the far end of his fur- 
row, the hedgehog's wife popped up her head and 
said, "I am here first!" 

The hare stood still in wonder. "Well, this is 
strange!" he said. 

"Not strange at all," said the hedgehog's wife. 

"Let's race back," said the little hare. "You 
s cannot beat me again." 

"I'm very willing," said the hedgehog's wife. 

So the hare turned quickly and ran back through 
his furrow even faster than at first. 



12 THE HARE AND THE HEDGEHOG 

But just before he reached the other end, the little 
hedgehog popped up his head and said, ''I am here 
first!" 

"I can't understand this at all," said the surprised 
hare. 

"It's just as simple as A, B, C," said the hedgehog. 

"Well, let's try again," said the hare. 

"As often as you please," said the little hedgehog. 
"I feel just as fresh as when we started." 

"One, two, three!" said the hare, and he was off. 
But when he reached the other end, the hedgehog's 
wife put up her head and said, "Well, I am here 
first again! Neighbor Hare, you begin to look tired." 

The hare did not answer her, but started back 
again. Up and down his furrow he went, just seventy- 
three times, but each time one hedgehog or the other 
said, "I am here first!" 

At last the hare was too tired to run any more, so 
he hopped slowly and sadly away. 

The little hedgehogs laughed and laughed as they 
ate a fine juicy turnip. "Brains are better than 
legs, my dear," said the happy little hedgehog to his 
happy little wife. 

— Grimm. 
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OLD HORSES KNOW BEST 

Once an old horse and a young horse were going 
down a hill. Each horse was drawing a cart piled 
high with jars and dishes. The old horse went down 
so slowly and carefully that the young horse laughed 
at him. 

"How slowly you walk!" he said. "That would 
do if you were going up-hill, but this is down-hill. 
I'll show you how to go down in a hurry." 

Then the young horse started quickly down the 
hill. The heavy cart rolled after him, and pushed 
against him so hard that he had to go faster and 
faster. 

On he went, over stones and ruts! At last the 
horse and the cart and all the jars aad ^^"s. Ni-ec^^ 
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tumbling into a ditch. The young horse looked 
at the over-turned cart and the broken dishes. 

"I see that I have some things to learn yet/' he 
said. *^01d horses know best, after all.'' 

— Russian Tale. 



THE MISER 

Once upon a time there was a miser who hid his 
gold at the foot of a tree in his garden. Every week 
he dug it up and looked at it. 

One night a robber dug up the gold and ran away 
with it. The next morning, when the miser came 
to look at his treasure, he found only the empty hole. 

Then he raised such a cry of sorrow that the neigh- 
bors ran to find out what the trouble was. In great 
grief, he told them of his loss. 

''Did you ever use any of the gold?" asked one of 
his neighbors. 

''No," answered the miser, "but I looked at it 
every week." 

"Then come every week and look at the hole," 
said the neighbor. "That will do you just as much 
good as to look at the gold," 

— ^sop. 
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THE DOG AND THE HORSE 

A dog and a horse once lived in the same farm- 
yard. In the spring the fields aromid the farm were 
green with grain; in summer they were yellow with 
ripening wheat; in autumn they were brown with 
the harvest. 

As the neighbors passed by this farm, they always 
said, '' Stefan has a fine farm. He is a lucky man.'' 

One day, when the dog heard these words, he said 
to the horse, "Of course Stefan has a fine farm. That 
is because I work so hard. In the day-time I keep 
the cattle out of the fields of grain. At night I guard 
the house and bams so that thieves cannot enter. 

"But what do you do? I have never seen you 
do anything but plow, or draw a cart; and you 
sleep all night. The farm could get along without 
you." 

"What you say about yourself is true," answered 
the horse. "You do keep the cattle out of the fields 
of grain, and you do guard the barns and the house 
at night. But did you ever stop to think that if 
I did not plow the fields, there would be no grain 
here for you to guard? 
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"Stefan would have no wheat and oats and bar- 
ley in his bams. He would not need to keqp a watch- 
dog, and you would have no home. Perhaps I had 
better live in the farmyard a little longer. What 
do you think about it now?'* 

And for once, the dog had nothing to say. 

— Rtuman Tale. 



THE FOX AND THE CROW 

Once upon a time a crow, with a piece of cheese 
in her beak, was sitting in a tree. A fox saw her 
and thought, "How good that cheese looks!'' 

So he walked up to the foot of the tree and called 
out, " Good-moming, Madam Crow! How beau- 
tiful your feathers are! I am sure that you have a 
fine voice, too. Will you not sing a song for me?" 

The crow was so pleased at this praise that she 
began to "caw" But the moment she opened her 
mouth to sing, the cheese fell to the groimd. 

"You need not sing any more. Madam Crow," 
said the fox, snapping up the cheese. "All that I 
wanted was the cheese." 

"How foolish I was to let him flatter met" said 
the crow. 

— J?sop. 
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Once a clown at a circxis made a noise so much 
like a pig's squeal that he fooled the people. 

Just then a farmer called out, "That does not 
sound like a pig's squeal! Tomorrow I will show 
you what a pig's squeal is like." 

The people laughed at him, but the next day he 
came back, put his head down, and pretended to 
squeal. At once the people shouted, "That does 
not sound like a pig!" 

"Ha! Ha! Ha!" laughed the farmer, holding out 
a little pig which he had hidden behind him. "You 
do not know a pig's squeal when you hear it." 

— Old Tale. 
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WHY THE RABBIT'S TAIL IS SHORT 

Once upon a time the rabbit's tail was long, but 
now it is short. And this is how it happened. 

A rabbit one day sat by a swamp, looking at the 
juicy plants on the other side. They were the only 
things to eat that he could see. He wanted to cross 
the swamp, but he could not swim. 

Jxist then a lazy old alligator poked his nose above 
the water. "I might ask him to take me across," 
said the rabbit to himself. "But I am afraid that he 
is too proud to carry me, because he can walk and 
swim, too. Perhaps I can get across the swamp by 
playing a trick upon him. I will try it." 

"You look warm, Friend Rabbit," said the alli- 
gator. "Why don't you come into the water? It is 
cool here." Now the alligator knew very well that 
the rabbit could not swim. 
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'*I am not warm at all,'' said the rabbit, ''but I 
am a little hungry. You see, there are a great many 
rabbits in the world. There are hundreds and hun- 
dreds of them. So, of course, it takes a great many 
green leaves to feed us. Oh, yes! Friend Alligator, 
we are a very large family. There are many more 
rabbits than alligators." 

"How foolish you are!" cried the alligator, angrily. 
'*Why, there are thousands and thousands of alli- 
gators in the world! There are more than a hundred 
alligators in this swamp! Can you find a hundred 
rabbits in the woods?" 

''Certainly I can!" said the rabbit. "I'll count 
the alligators, and then you may coimt the rabbits. 
Call the alligators together. Make a line of them 
across the swamp so that I can hop out upon their 
backs and count them." 

So the old alligator called and called. Up from 
the swamp came alligators, big ones and little ones. 
The old alligator made them into a line right across 
the swamp, just like a bridge. 

"Now coimt them, Friend Rabbit," he said. "If 
there are not more than a hundred alligators here, 
you may eat me!" 
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The rabbit hopped upon the alligator-bridge. As 
he wait from one to another, he counted tbem, " One 
two, three, four, five," and so on, up to a hundred. 
Yes! there were more than a hundred. 

By the time he had counted the last alligator, 
the sly rabbit was on the other side of the swamp. 

"I'll call the rabbits togethCT some other day, 
when I am not so hungry," he called back to the 
old alligator. "Good-bye! Who is foolish now?" he 
said with a laugh. 

But the rabbit laughed too soon. For one of 
the alligators caught the end of the rabbit's tail in 
his great ja.vfs, and bit it off. 

Since then rabbits' tails have always been short. 

— Old Southern Tale. 
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THE SIMPLETON 

ACT I 

Time — Long 4^go 

PUux — A Country Roao 

Persons. 

Simpleton 

First Farmer Second Farmer 

[Simpleton waiks along, jingling money in his 

pocket. He meets First Farmer wiih a basket.] 

Simpleton. Good-day, Sir! What is in yoiu* basket? 

First Farmer. [Rttddy.] Nothing for you! 

\SimpleUm walks away, jingling his money.] 
First Farmer. [Calling after Simpleton.] What is 
that noise I hear? 
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Simpleton. [Stopping-] Oh, that is just my money, 

jingling. 
First Farmer. How did you get money enough 

to make such a merry sound? 
Simpleton. Oh, my brothers gave me twenty pieces 

of money. They say that I am a simpleton, so 

they sent me away from home. 
First Farmer. Oho! Well, see! This is a goose 

in my basket, a wonderful goose, a splendid goose? 

I am taking it to market. 
Simpleton. [Peeping into the basket] Will you sel) 

your goose for twenty pieces of money? 
First Farmer. Well, it is wortb more than that, 

but I will let you have it. 

[Simpleton buys the goose and goes on. After 

a while he meets Second Farmer.] 
Simpleton. [Pointing.] Who lives in that beautiful 

palace on the hill? 
Second Farmer. What a simpleton you must be! 

Have you never heard of the King's palace? Our 

great King lives there. 
Simpleton. Oho! I will take my goose to the palace 

and give it to the King. 

[He goes on his way, singing merrily.] 
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ACT II 

Time — The Same Day 
Place — The King's Palace 

Persons: 

Simpleton 

First Servant Second Servant 

[Simpleton knocks at the palace door. First 
Servant opens it.] 

First Servant. What do you want? 

Simpleton. I want to see the King. I have a pres- 
ent for him. 

First Servant. Oh, indeed! I must see your pres- 
ent before it can be taken to the King. 

Simpleton. Well, you may see it. [Opens basket] 

First Servant. That is a fine goose. But half of 
it is mine! 

Simpleton. What do you mean? 

First Servant. You must be a simpleton! 1 am 
keeper of the palace door. Half of everjrthing that 
is carried through it must be given to me. 

Simpleton. But this is a present for the King. I 
cannot take half a goose to the King. 
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First Servant. That is true, but I will tell you 
what to do. Take the goose to the King. He will 
reward you. Promise me that I shall have half of 
whatever the King gives you. 

Simpleton. Very well! I promise you that. 

[First Servant takes Simpleton to the stairSy where 
they meet Second Servant] 

Second Servant. Here, here! Not so fast. Who 
are you? What is your business? 

Simpleton. I have a present for the King. 

Second Servant. What is it? You cannot go far- 
ther until I see what it is. 

Simpleton. [Opening the basket] It is a goose. 

Second Servant. It is a splendid goose! But I 
am the keeper of these stairs, and half of every- 
thing that goes up them must be given to me. 

Simpleton. But I cannot give half a goose to the 
King. Let me see. This keeper of the door says 
the King may reward me. Suppose I give you half 
of my reward? 

Second Servant. Do you promise it to me? 

Simpleton. Yes, I promise it. 

Second Servant. Then I will lead you to the King 
[Simpleton and Servants go up the stairs.] 



THE SIMPLETON 25 

ACT III 

Time — A Few Moments Later 

Place — The Throne-Room of the Palace 

Persons: 
The King Second Servant 

Simpleton Third Servant 

First Servant Other Servants 

[Second Servant leads Simpleton to the King. 
First Servant follows.] 
King. What have you in that basket? 
Simpleton. [Bounng low.] I have brought a gift for 

Your Majesty. 

King. Open the basket. [To Simpleton, as the goose 

is uncovered.] This is indeed a goose fit for a 

King. You shall be rewarded for your gift. Choose 

wisely, and you shall have whatever you ask. 

Second Servant. [Whispering to Simpleton.] Ask 

fof a bag of gold! 
First Servant. [Whispering to Simpleton.] Ask for 

a box full of jewels. 
Simpleton. I will ask for neither gold nor jewels. 
I ask for no reward but a sound beating, King. 
[AU the Sei^vants cry out in surprise \ 
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King. A sound beating! I thought all lads had 
plenty of beatings without asking for them. Come, 
change your mind! Do you call that a wise choice? 

Simpleton. [Bowing low.] I wish nothing for a re- 
ward but a sound beating. 

King. Then it shall be as you say. [To Third Ser- 
vant] Take this lad away and give him fifty strokes. 

Simpleton. Wait! This reward is not mine. I must 
not take it. The Servant who guards the door 
made me promise to give him half my reward, before 
he would open the door. I had to promise the other 
half to the Servant who guards the stairs, before he 
would lead me here. It is only right that I should 
keep my promises. It would not be honest for me 
to take the reward; these Servants must have it 

[The King and the Servants stare in wonder. 
Then J as they begin to understand Simpleton^ s 
strange vrish, they nod their heads.] 

King. [To First and Second Servants, sternly.]^ Is 
this the way you treat strangers? [To Third Ser- 
vant.] Each claimed half of the reward. Very well! 
The reward is a beating of fifty strokes. Take 
these two Servants out and give each of them 
half of the reward. 
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[First Servant and Second Servant are led out. 

The other Servants laugh aloud at the joke on the 

two Servants. Even the King smiles.] 
All. Ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! 
King. As for you, my lad, tell me your name. 
Simpleton. My brothers call me Simpleton. They 

sent me away from home. 
King. You shall stay here in my palace. I need 

just such simpletons as you. 

— Grimm. 
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THE STONE-CUTTER 

A stone-cuttea- nsimed Tawara once lived in Japan. 
Every day he went to tiie mountmn with his mallet 
and chisel. There he cut blocks of stone and polished 
them for the builders. 

One day he carried a block of stone to a rich man's 
house, where he saw all sorts of beautiful furnishings. 
"Oh! I wish I were rich!" said Tawara. "Then I, 
too, could sleep in a soft bed." 

Now the Fairy of the Mountains heard this wish 
and granted it. When Tawara reached his home, he 
stared in wonder! A beautiful house stood where 
his poor little hut had been! That night he slept on 
a bed as soft as down. 

"I will work no more," said Tawara to himself. So 
for a time he lived happily in the great house with 
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gold {urnishings all about him, and with plenty of 
rich food to eat. 

But one day he saw a carriage go by, drawn by 
two snow-white horses. In it sat a prince, with a 
great umbrella held over his head by a servant. 




Tawara forgot his good fortune. "Oh, I wish I 
were a prince!" he said. "I want to ride in a car- 
riage, with a great lunbrella over my head." 

No sooner had he made his wish than he found 
that he was a prince. He rode in his carriage through 
the streets, with a great umbrella held over his head. 

"Now I am happy," said Tawara to himself. 

For a time he was happy. But one hot summer 
day, when he went into his garden, he found that 
all of his roses were drooping. " Why do these flowers 
droop their heads?" he asked. 
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His servants bowed before him. "It is the sun, 
Prince/' they said. "We have watered the gar- 
den, just as you told us to do, but the heat of the sun 
is too great." 

"Is the sun greater than I am?" cried Tawara. 
"I wish I were the sun!" 

No sooner had he made his wish than he found 
that he was the sun. He burned the rice fields and 
made the flowers droop their heads with his fierce heat. 

"Now at last I am great!" he said to himself, 
proudly. "No one is so mighty as I." 

But one day a thick black cloud covered his face. 
When he found that he could not pierce it with his 
strongest rays, he became unhappy again. "The 
cloud is mightier than I," he said. "I wish I were 
the cloud!" 

No sooner had he made his wish than he found 
that he was the cloud. He hid the sun, and sent 
rain to the earth. The rice fields became green 
again, and the flowers bloomed. 

Day after day the cloud poured down rain. The 
rivers overflowed their banks; villages and towns 
were washed away. But one thing he could not move. 
The groat stone of the mountain-side stood firm. 
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He was very angry. " Is the stone of the mountain- 
side stronger than I am?" he cried. ^'I wish I were 
that stone!" 

No sooner had he made his wish than he found 
that he was the stone. ''Now at last I am happy," 
he said. " I am greater than sun and cloud. I cannot 
be burned and I cannot be washed away.'' 

Then one day he heard a noise — tap, tap, tap. 
A stone-cutter stood there, working with mallet and 
chisel. He drove the sharp tool into the stone as he 
cut out blocks for the builders. 

The great stone shivered as he felt the blows. " Here 
is someone who is stronger than I," he cried. "I 
wish I were that man!" 

No sooner had he made his wish than he found that 
he was the man. He was Tawara, the stone-cutter, 
again. He lived in a little hut. He ate simple food 
and worked from morning till night; but he was happy. 
All day long he sang as he worked, and he did not 
wish again to be mightier than others. 

^'A little home, sweet sleep, and useful work — 
what is better than these?" said Tawara, the stone- 
-cutter. 

— Japanese Tale. 
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THE GOLDEN FISH 

THE KIND-HEARTED FISHERMAN 

Long ago, an old man and his wife lived upon an 
island in the middle of the sea. They were so poor 
that they were often without food. 

One day the man had been fishing for many hours, 
but without any success. At last he caught a small 
golden fish, with eyes as bright as diamonds. 

"Put me back into the sea, kind man," cried the 
little fish. "I am so small that I would not make a 
meal for you." 

The old man felt so sorry for the little fish that 
he threw him back into the sea. As the golden fish 
swam away he called out, "If ever you need anything, 
call to me. I will come at once to help you. I will 
do this because you were kind to me." 

The fisherman laughed, for he did not believe 
that a fish could help him. When he went home, 
he told his wife what a wonderful fish he had caught. 

"What!" she cried. "You put him back into the 
sea after you had caught him? How foolish you were ! 
We have no food in the house, and now, I suppose, 
we must starve!" 
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She scolded him so much that at last the poor man 
went back to the sea. He did not really believe that 
the fish would help him, but he thought it would do 
no harm to find out. "Golden fish, golden fish!" 
he called. "Come to me, I pray." 

As the last word was spoken, the wonderful fish 
popped his head out of the water. 

"I have kept my promise, you see," said the fish. 
"What can I do for you, my good friend?" 

"There is no food in the house," answered the old 
man, "and my wife is very angry with me for putting 
you back into the sea." 

"Do not be troubled," said tJie golden fish. "Go 
home. You will find food, and to spare." 
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THE fisherman's WIFE LEARNS A LESSON 

The old man hurried home to see if his little friend 
had spoken the truth. He found the oven full of fine 
white loaves of bread! 

"I did not do so badly for you, after all, good wife,'* 
said the fisherman, as they ate their suppw. 

But his wife was not satisfied yet. The more she 
had, the more she wanted.' All that night she lay 
awake, planning other things to ask of the golden fish. 

*'Wake up, you lazy man!" she cried to her hus- 
band, early in the morning. ''Go down to the sea 
and tell your fish that I must have a new wash-tub.'' 

The old man did as his wife bade him. The 
moment he called, the fish came, and seined quite 
willing to do as he was asked. When the fisherman 
returned to his home, he saw there a new wash-tub ! 

''Why didn't you ask for a new house, too?" his 
wife asked, angrily. "If you had asked for a fine 
house, he would have given it to us. Go back and 
say that we must have a new house." 

The fisherman did not like to trouble his friend 
again so seen; but when he went, he found the golden 
fish as willing to help him as before. 
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"Very well," said the fish. "A new house you shall 
have." When the old man went back to his wife, 
he found a beautiful house instead of his little hut! 

It would have i^eased him greatly if his wife had 
been cont^ited now. But she was a foolish woman, 
and even yet was not satisfied. "Tell yoxu* golden 
fish," she said the next day, "that I want to live 
in a palace. I want a great many servants to wait 
iq>on me, and a splendid carriage to ride in." 
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Once more her wish was granted. After this, 
the poor fisherman's life was even more unhappy 
than before; for his wife would not allow him to share 
her palace, but made him live in the stable. 

"At any rate," he said to himself, "I have peace 
here." But before long she sent for him again. 

"Go down to the sea, and call the golden fish," 
she commanded. "Tell him I wish to be Queen erf 
the Waters and to rule over all the fishes in the sea." 

The poor old man thought that he would be sorry 
for the fishes if she ever ruled over them; for riches 
had quite spoiled her. Still, he did not dare to dis- 
obey her, so once more he called his good friend. 

When the golden fish heard what the fisherman's 
wife wanted this time, he cried out, "Make your 
wife the Queen of the Waters! Never! She is not 
fit to rule others, for she cannot rule herself. Go 
home! You will see me no more." 

The old man went sorrowfully home, and foimd 
the palace changed to a hut. His wife was no longer 
dressed in rich garments; she was wearing the simple 
dress of a fisherman's wife. But she was now quiet 
and mild, and much easier to Uve with than she 
had been before. 
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"After an," thought the fish^man, "I am not 
sorry tiiat the palace became a hut again." 

He worked hard to make a living for himself and 
his wife, and somehow his hooks were never empty, 
so that the old couple always had food. Sometimes 
when he drew in a fish, the sun would gleam upon 
its scales. Then the old man would think of his little' 
friaid who had been so kind to him. But he never 
saw the golden fish again. 
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BROTHER FOX'S TAR BABY 

ACT I 

Time — A Hot Summer Day 

Place — The Woods 

Persons: 
Brother Fox Brother Rabbit 
[Brother Fox is trotting along a path in the 
woods, and suddenly meets Brother Rabbit.] 
Brother Rabbit. It's a hot day, Brothw Fox. 

Wh«^ are you going? 
Brother Fox. I'm going fishing. CcMne along with 

me. 
Brother Rabbit. On a hot day Uke this? Sit in 

the sun and fish? No, indeed! 
Brother Fox. Well, let's get some boughs and 

build a Uttle house on the edge oi the river. Then 

we can sit in it and be cool while we fish. 
Brother Rabbit. Build a house this hot day? No, 

thank you! I don't care for fish, anyway. A few 

green leaves are all I need. 
Brother Fox. [Angrily.] Very well, th^i! But 

I'm going to build a cool little house. It will be 

my own house, and I shall fish there alone! 
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Brother Rabbit. All right, Brother Fox. Good-bye! 

[Brother Rabbit runs off down the path.] 
Brother Fox. Now Til build my house; and Yd 
like to see Brother Rabbit set his foot in it. 

[Brother Fox goes to the river bank and builds 
a house of boughs.] 

ACT II 

Time — The Next Afternoon 

Place — Brother Fox's Little House 

Persons: 
Brother Fox Brother Rabbit 

[Brother Rabbit is sitting in Brother Fox^s house, 
fishing. He hears a sound.] 

Brother Rabbit. .That must be Brother Fox! FU 
run up the bank and hide in the bushes. 

[He hides y and a moment later Brother Fox comes 
along with a basket and a fish-pole.] 

Brother Fox. Now for a fine basket of fish! No 
more sitting in the hot sun for me! [Suddenly 
he sees tracks near the door.] What are these? 
Rabbit-tracks? So Brother Rabbit has been in 
my house! Oh, I wish I could catch him fishing 
here! But how can I do it? [After a moments 
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thoiLghi.] I have it! I have it! ? Look out, 
Brother Rabbit! TU catch you yet! 

[Brother Fox runs off down the path, and Brother 
Rabbit runs homey h/aghing.] 

ACT III 

Time — The Afternoon of the Third Day 
Place — The Little House by the River 

Persons: 
Brother Fox Brother Rabbit 

The Tar Baby 

[Brother Fox steals through the bushes, carrying 
a wooden doU covered urith tar.] 

Brother Fox. I'll catch Brother Rabbit this time. 
How soft and sticky this tar is! 

[Brother Fox puts the Tar Baby on the path near 
the little house. Then he hides in the bushes. 
By and by Brother Rabbit comes down the path, 
mth his fish-pole and line.] 

Brother Rabbit. [Looking around.] No one 
here! Now for a cool fish! [Suddenly he sees 
the Tar Baby.] Hello, there! Who are you? 
[The Tar Baby says nothing.] 
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Brotheb Rabbit. Why don't you answer me? 
[The Tar Baby says nothing.] 

Bbothbb Rabbit. [Going up doser.] See here! 
Have you no tongue in your black head? Answer 
me! Speak up in a hurry, or I'll hit you. 

[The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother Rabbit 

kits him jvith his right hand. It sticks fast.] 
Brother Rabbit. [Very angry.] Here! What's 

thisi Let go my hand. Let go, I tell you! Will 

you let go? [He raises his left hand.] 
[The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother RabbU 

strikes — Bam! His left hand sticks fast] 
Brother Rabbit. [In a rage.] Turn me loose! [He 

raises his right foot.] Do you see this foot? Do 

you WEint me to kick you with it? 
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[The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother Rabbit 
kicks him — Bom! His foot sticks fast. He 
quickly raises the other.] 

Brother Rabbit. [Shouting.] Do you think I have 
only one foot? See this one! If I kick you with 
it, you'll think it is Brother Bear knocking your 
teeth out! 

[The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother Rabbit 
kicks him — Boom! His left foot sticks fast, too. 
He wags his head back and forth.] 

Brother Rabbit. [Screaming.] Look out now! 
Turn me loose! If I butt your woolly head, it will 
be the last of you. You'll never stop till you strike 
the bottom of the river. Answer me! Will you 
turn me loose? 

[The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother Rabbit 
butts him — Biff! His head sticks fast.] 

Brother Rabbit. [Whining.] Black boy, let me 
go! Turn me loose! I was just playing! 

Brother Fox. [Running from the bushes and danc- 
ing up and down with joy.] How do you like my 
Tar Baby, Brother Rabbit? I have you now! 
You'll see what happens to people who steal into 
my little house. 
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Brother Rabbit. [Whining.] Let me go, Brother 

Fox! Let me go. I am your friend. 
Brother Fox. I don't want a thief for a friend. 

I think ril just build a big fire. 
Brother Rabbit. [Frightened.] What for, Brother 

Fox? What for? 
Brother Fox. I think Fll have a roast for dinner. 

Roast rabbit is good. 

[Brother Fox gathers branches and puts them 

down beside Brother Rabbit and the Tar Baby. 

Then he sets the branches on fire, and goes off for 

more fire-wood.] 
Brother Rabbit. [Squirming.] Oh, oh, my hair 

and whiskers! Fm scorching! Turn me loose! 

[As the fire grows hotter it melts the tar, and one of 

Brother Rabbit's hands is loosened.] My hand is 

loose! Hurrah! This Tar Baby is melting! Hur- 
rah, hurrah! [He squirms again.] 
Brother Fox. [Returning and throwing on more 

branches.] How is that. Brother Rabbit? Is that 

fire big enough to roast a rabbit? 

[Brother Rabbit stops squirming. He sits very 

still and does not let Brother Fox see that one of 

his hands is loose.] 
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Brother Rabbit. [Scornfully.] Do you call this 

a fire? You'll have to build a bigger one than this 

to scare me! 
Brother Fox. [Very angry.] You shall have fire 

enough to do more than scare you. I'll bring an 

armful that will roast you. 

[Brother Fox goes off for more branches. While 

he is av)ay, the fire melts the tar so that Brother 

Rabbit shakes himself free.] 
Brother Rabbit. [Calling back as he runs auMy.] 

Build your fire all you want to, Brother Fox! But 

you can't have roast rabbit this time! How would 

you like some melted tar? 

[He goes off into the bushes, laughing.] 
— FridMckOrtdi- 
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THE BROWNIE OF BLEDNOCK 

THE WEE MAN COMES TO TOWN 

Did you ever hear how a brownie came to the vil- 
lage of Blednock, and was frightened away again? 

Well, it was one summer evening, just when the 
milking was done and before the children were put to 
bed. The good people of Blednock were sitting on 
the door-steps talking to their neighbors, and the 
children were playing in the door-yards. 

All at once they heard a queer, humming noise. 
Nearer and nearer it sounded, and everyone turned 
and looked. 

. It was no wonder that they stared, for coming 
up the road was the strangest little creature that any- 
one had ever seen. 
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He looked like a wee, wee man; and yet such a 
strange man! His bright red hair was long, and 
he had a long red beard. His knees knocked together 
when he walked, and his arms were so long that his 
hands almost touched the ground. A strange sight 
he was! 

He was singing something over and over. As he 
came nearer, they could make out the words: 

"Oh, my name is Aiken-Drum, 
And to do your work Tve come. 
A bite to eat, a bed on hay. 
You may give; but nothing pay." 

Oh, but I can tell you the people were frightened! 
The little ones screamed, and the larger girls dropped 
the pails of milk they were carrying home. The 
big boys, who should have known better, hooted 
at the little man, 

"Did you ever see such eyes?" cried one. 

"Look at his long beard!" said another. 

But still the little man went slowly up the street. 
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"Oh, my name is Aiken-Drum, 
And to do your work Tve come. 
A bite to eat, a bed on hay, 
You may give; but nothing pay/* 
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GRANNV DUNCAN S ADVICE 

Granny Duncan was the oldest and kindest woman 
in the village. Oh, she was very old! She knew 
all the tales of the olden time. 

"I think this is just a harmless brownie," she said. 
"Long ago I heard of brownies from my father's 
father. We will take Baby Meg to see him. If she 
smiles upon him, he is just a brownie. For babies 
alwaj^ love brownies and know them when they 
see tii«n." 

So Baby M^ was brought, and she laughed and 
put out her tiny hands to the strange little man. 

"He is just a good, kind brownie!" cried Granny 
Duncan. "Many a long day's work will he do for 
people who treat him well." 
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Then everybody grew very brave, and crowded 
around him. When they were close to him they 
saw that his hairy face was kind, and that his big 
eyes had a merry twinkle in them. 

" Can you not speak? '^ asked an old man. " Tell us 
where you came from.'' 

"I cannot tell you where I came from/' said the wee 
man. "My country has no name, and it is not at all 
like this land of yours. For there, we all learn to 
serve, while here, everyone wishes to be served. We 
love to work. It sometimes happens that there is no 
work for us at home. Then one of us may come to 
your land, to see if you have need of him." 

"Do you really like to work?" asked idle Tom. 

"I love to serve," said the brownie. "He serves 
himself best, who serves others most. If I am needed, 
I will stay in this place a while. I do not want clothes, 
or a bed, or wages. All I ask for is a corner of the 
bam to sleep in, and a bowl of broth at bedtime. 

"If no one troubles me, I will be ready to help any- 
one who needs me. Til bring in the sheep from the 
hill. rU gather the harvest by moonlight. Til bake 
your bread on a busy day. Til' sing the babies to 
sleep in their cradles. The babies always love me." 
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No one knew what to say. A little man who would 
do everything for nothing! It could not be trae! 
There must be something wrong about it! Men 
b^gan to whisper to each other. "Perhaps it would 
be better to have nothing to do with him/' they said. 

Then Granny Duncan spoke up again. "He's just 
a harmless brownie, I tell you," she said. "Have 
you not all complained about your hard work? Here 
is a good workman all ready to help you. Will you 
turn him away just because he looks so queer?'' 

"But he will frighten our friends," said the young 
people. "They will not come to the village if we 
let. him stay. Then it will be lonely here." 

"Handsome is as handsome does," said Granny 
Duncan. "I have heard that a brownie can stack a 
whole ten-acre field of wheat in a single night." 

"A ten-acre field in a single night! Just think of 
that! " said all the men. So the miller told the brownie 
that he might sleep in his bam, and Granny 
Duncan promised him a bowl of broth at bedtime. 

Then all said good-night and went home, looking 
over their shoulders to see if the strange little man 
was foUowing them. You may be very sure that no 
one lingered behind, that night. 
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THE BROWNIE S GOOD DEEDS 

All the people of the village were a Uttle afrmd at 
first, but in a week everyone was praising the brownie. 
For Aiken-Drum was the most wonderful worker that 
ever was seen, and the strange thing was that he did 
nearly all of his work at night. 

If tiiere was a tired baby to sing to sleep, or a house 
to be made tidy, or a chumful of cream that would 
not turn to butter, or bread that would not rise, 
Aiken-Drum always knew about it. He would come 
at just the right time. 

He gathered the sheep together on stormy nights. 
He carried home the heavy bundle for a tired man. 
He stacked the grain safely. 
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Many a time some poor mother would be up all 
night with a sick child. She would sit down in front 
of the fire and fall fast asleep. 

When she awoke she would find that Aiken-Drum 
had made her a visit. The floor would be scrubbed, 
the dishes washed, the fire made, and the kettle put 
on to boil. But the little man would have slipped 
quietly away, for he never waited to be thanked. 

And the village was not lonely, oh, no! People 
came from everywhere to see if they could catch a 
glimpse of the strange little visitor. 

But they never saw him. One could go to the 
miller's bam twenty times a day; and twenty times a 
day one would find nothing but a little heap of hay. 
The bowl that held his food was always empty in the 
morning, but no one ever saw the brownie eating 
the broth. 

Little children were the only ones who ever saw 
him; and oh, how he loved them! Just before bed- 
time, they would gather around him in some quiet 
comer by the old mill. 

Then the villagers would hear wonderful, low, sweet 
music. It was Aiken-Drum, singing the songs of his 
own land to the happy children. 
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WHY AIKEN-DRUM LEFT BLEDNOCK 

And he might be there yet, gathering the harvest 
and helping tired people with their work; but some- 
one forgot what the little man had said, over and ov» 
again, in his strange song: 

"A bite to eat, a bed on hay. 
You may give; but nothing pay." 

You see, a brownie loves to give; he will not work 
for pay. But someone forgot this. 

"I must make something for Aiken-Drum," said a 
poor woman whom he had helped. "He never will 
stay to let me thank him. Winter is coming on, and 
he will be cold in his old worn suit. I will make him 
a warm coaf 

So she cut and sewed and pressed and made a little 
coat for the brownie. She told no one what she was 
doing; but one night she put the last stitch in the 
pretty little garment. Then she went softly to the 
miller's bam and laid it down beside the bowl of broth. 

Never again did Aiken-Drum work for the people 
of Blednock. The strange little man was obliged 
to go away, for a true brownie cannot stay whore 
he is paid. 
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But sometimes the children hear his voice down by 
the old mill. It is alwaj^ soft and low and sweet. 
He is singing the songs of his own land, just as he used 
to do when the little ones were gathered around him. 

Then the good people in the village remember 
his kind deeds and his strange saying, "He serves 
himself best, who serves others most." 

— Elizabeth W. Orierson. 




THE FAIRIES 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We daren't go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 
Wee folk, good folk, 

Trooping all together; 
Green jacket, red cap. 

And white owl's feattwrl 
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Down along the rocky shore 

Some make then* home; 
They live on crispy pancakes 

Of yellow sea-foam; 
Some in the reeds 

Of the black mountain lake, 
With frogs for their watchdogs, 

All night awake. 



By the craggy hillside, 

Through the mosses bare, 
They have planted thorn trees 

For pleasure here and there. 
If any man so daring 

As dig them up in spite 
He shall find the sharpest thorns 

In his bed at night. 



Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We daren't go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 
Wee folk, good folk. 

Trooping all together; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owPs feather! 



— William AUingham, 
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HOW DOUGHNUTS CAME TO BE MADE 



Once ihere was a little Cook who had eyes as dark 
as black currants; cheeks as pink as his best frost- 
ing; and skin as white as the finest pastry flour. 

As for his hair, it was exactly the color of brown 
sugar, and you know what a pleasing color that is. 
He wore a snowy cap and apron, and always had a 
long wooden spoon hanging from his belt. 

He was the very best Cook that ever lived, for 
he never cooked anything that was not good. Jam, 
and little round plum cakes with pink and white 
frosting, and kisses, and lemon pie, and strawberry 
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ice-cream, and little three-cornered raspberry tarts, 
and oranges cut into baskets and filled with whipped 
cream — oh, there was no end to the good things 
this little Cook would make! 

He made spice-cake, too; and what do you think? 
One day when he was making spice-cake, he happened 
to look out of the window and saw, walking by, a 
little Fairy, as pretty as a pink rose. She was a 
cook, too, and she had on a cap and an apron exactly 
like his! The little Cook ran to the door, and called 
out, '^ Pretty little Fairy; won't you come in?'' 

The little Fairy said, "I thank you, kind sir." 
Then she came in and sat down. 

The little Cook had dinner all ready, and he 
brought her some turtle soup, in a little china bowl 
all painted with butterflies; three ojrster patties, 
the best you ever saw; a fat little quail on toast, 
with mashed potatoes and gravy; a mince turnover 
and a lemon tart; a glass of orange jelly; a saucer 
of ice-cream; and some macaroons! 

When the little Fairy had eaten all these dainties, 
the little Cook asked her, "Can you cook as well as 
I cooked this dinner?" 

"Just as well, but no better," answered the Fairy, 
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"Was there anything that could have been cooked 
better?'' he asked. 

"Yes; the piece of toast under the quail was darker 
on one side than on the other/' she answered. 

"You are right," said the little Cook; "but only 
a wonderful cook would have noticed such a fine 
point. If we worked together, we could make the 
most delicious dainties in the world. Will you marry 
me?" 

"That I will, with all my heart," said the little 
Fairy; "but where can we find a preach»?" 

Just at that moment, who should come into the 
room but the village preacher, to buy a three-cornered 
raspberry tart! 

"You shall have the tart for nothing," said the 
little Cook, "if you will marry us." 

"I will marry you very gladly," said the preacher. 
"But where is the wedding ring?" 

The little Cook turned round and round and round 
three times, thinking what he could do. For he had 
no ring, and he did not know where he could get one. 
But after the third turn, his eyes fell upon the dough 
that he had been making for the spice-cake. Then 
he knew what to do. 
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He made a little ball of dough and patted it fiat. 
Then he took the little Fairy's finger and poked it 
right through the middle of the dough. Last of all 
he dropped the dough into a pan of hot fat. 

When it was done, it was such a beautiful nut- 
brown color that the little Fairy cried out, "Why, 
it looks just like a d(mgh nut!" 

As soon as it had cooled, the little Cook put it 
upon the Fairy's finger, which, of course, it fitted 
perfectly. Then the preacher married them. After 
the wedding was over, they filled the preacher's hat 
with raspberry tarts, buns, and spice-cake; and that 
was a very good day for the village preacher. 

The little Cook and the little Fairy lived together 
happily ever afterwards, both stirring the soup at 
the same time, and never quarreling. They often 
made beautiful brown doughnuts, with little round 
holes in them, to remind them of their wedding day. 

And that is the way doughnuts came to be made. 

— Laura E. Richards — Adapted. 
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THE FAIRY SHOES 

THE fairy's gift 

Once upon a time a baby boy was born in a little 
home in a country far away. There was a fine chris- 
tening feast, and all the friends came. The baby's 
mother had a fairy godmother, and of coiu'se she 
was invited, too. 

"She is rich," said all the friends. "No doubt 
she will bring a splendid gift." 

But when the fairy came, she brought with her 
only a little brown-paper parcel. How everyone 
wondered what was in the parcel! 

At last the fairy untied the string and opened it. 
And what do you think was in it? A small pair of 
leather shoes, with copper tips! 
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"This is my gift/' the fairy said. "It is not quite 
so poor as it looks, for these little shoes will never 
wear out. When they grow too small for this little 
boy, they will be ready for another, and another, 
and another. But there is something more wonder- 
ful still about them. The little feet that wear them 
cannot go wrong. 

"When you send your little boy to school in these 
shoes, they will pinch his feet if he loiters by the way. 
When you send him on an arand, they will remind 
Mm to go quickly, and they will see that he always 
gets home on time.'' 

Years went by, and the little family grew larger, 
until at last there were nine boys. Eight of them, 
one after the other, had worn the fairy shoes; but 
they never wore out. 

And just as the fairy godmother had said, the 
feet in the fairy shoes always went where they were 
sent, and always came back home when it was time. 
So all the boys had learned to be prompt and 
obedient. 

At last it was Timothy's turn to wear the shoes. 
He was the youngest of the nine sons, and he had 
been much petted and spoiled. 
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He had grown very willful, and his feet were pretty 
well used to taking their own way. At last he played 
truant from school so often, and was late for dinner 
so many times that his mother said, "Tim, you must 
wear the fairy shote." 

So the shoes were blackened, and the copper tips 
were polished; and one morning Timothy put than 
on to wear to school. 

"I hope you will be a good boy, Tim," said his 
motiier. "You must not loiter or play truant, tor 
if you do, these shoes will pinch you, and you will 
be sure to be foimd out." 

Tim's mother held him by the right arm while 
she told him these things, and Tim's left arm and 
both his l^s were ah-eady as far away as he could 
stretch them. He did not give a ^ngle tiiought to 
what she had said. 
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TIM LEARNS A LESSON 

It was a May morning, and the sun shone brightly. 
Tim wanted to loiter on this beautiful morning, when 
every nook had a flower, and every bush a bird. 

Once or twice he stopped to pick flowers; but the 
shoes pinched his feet, and he ran on. But when the 
path led near the swamp, and he saw the marsh- 
marigolds in bloom he stopped. 

"I must have some of these beauties,'' he said. 
"They are like cups of gold!'' Tim forgot every- 
thing that his mother had said and began to scram- 
ble down the steep bank to the swamp. 

But how strangely his shoes behaved! As often 
as he turned toward the shining flowers, the fairy 
shoes turned back again toward school. They 
pinched and pulled and twisted until Tim feared 
that his ankles would be broken. 

In spite of the fairy shoes, Tim dragged himself 
down to the swamp. But when he got there, he 
could not find a flower within reach. All the mari- 
golds were far out in the marsh. The fairy shoes 
jerked and twisted, but Tim went on and on. At 
last he got near a great cluster of the golden flowers. 
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^^I will have them!" he said; and he gave a great 
jump. Down he sank into the swamp. But when 
he pulled his feet out of the thick black mud, oflf 
came the troublesome fairy shoes! 

"FU just leave the fairy shoes in the mud," he 
said. "That's the way to see the last of them!" 

Tim wondered why his brothers had never thought 
of this good plan. He went on easily now, wading 
from cluster to cluster, until he had a great handful 
of the bright marsh-marigolds. 

At last, when Tim was beginning to feel tired, 
he hurt his foot on a sharp stump. Just then a fat 
green frog jumped so close to his face that it fright- 
ened him, and he nearly fell backward into the water. 

Out he scrambled, and up the bank he climbed! 
After cleaning himself as well as he could with his 
little handkerchief, hie went on to school. 

"What shall I say to the teacher?" Tim thought. 
"Oh, how I wish I had done as the fairy shoes wanted 
me to do!" 

The little truant reached the school and quietly 
opened the door. The boys of his class were strid- 
ing ready for a lesson. As soon as they saw Tim, 
all of the children began to laugh. 
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What do you think had happened? There on the 
floor, just where Tim should have stood, were the 
^iry shoes! In each of them was a beautiful marsh- 
marigold. 

"You have been in the swamp, Timothy," said 
the teacher; "Put on your shoes at once." 

When his lessons and his punishment were over, 

Tim was glad enough to let the fairy shoes take him 

straight home. After that, he heeded the little shoes, 

and soon learned to be as pnnnpt and obedient as 

his brothers. 

— JvUana Horaiia Evnng - 



THE BROWNIES 65 

THE BROWNIES 

tommy's dream 

Wonderful stories grandmother told Johnnie and 
Tommy — stories of hobgoblins and dwarfs and 
feiriesi Once she told them about, a brownie who 
lived in her own family long ago. 

He was a little fellow, no larger than Tommy, 
she said, but very active. He slept by the fire, and 
he was so shy that no one ever saw him. 

But early in the morning, when all the family were 
in their beds, this brownie would get up, sweep the 
room, build the fire, set the table, milk the cow, 
chum the cream, bring the water, and scrub the 
floors until there was not a speck of dirt anywhere. 

The children liked this story very much, and oh, 
how they did wish such a brownie would come to 
live in their house! 

Over and ova* again they asked, "Was there really 
and truly a brownie. Grandmother? How we wish he 
would come back again! Why, he could mind the 
baby, and tidy the room, and bring in the wood, 
and wait on you, Grandmother! Can't we do some- 
thing to get him back again?'' 
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"I don't know, my dears," said grandmother. 
"But when I was a yomig girl, they used to say that 
if one set a bowl of bread and milk, or even a pan 
of clear water for him over night, he would be sure 
to come. And just for that, he would do all the work.'' 

"Oh! let us try it!" said both the boys; and Johnnie 
ran to get a pan, while Tommy brought fresh water 
from the well. They knew, poor hungry lads, that 
there was no bread or milk in the house. Their father, 
who was a poor tailor, could hardly earn money 
enough to buy food for them all. His wife was dead, 
and the work of the house took so much of his time 
that he could not make many coats. 

Johnnie and Tommy were idle and lazy. They 
were too thoughtless to help their father, although 
they were strong young boys. 

One night, soon after this, Tommy had a wonder- 
ful dream. He thought he went down to the meadow 
by the old mill pond. There he saw an owl, that 
rolled its great eyes, and called out, "Tu-whit, tu- 
whoo! Tommy, what are you doing way down here 
at this time of night?" 

"Please, I came to find the brownies," said Tommy; 
"can you tell me where they live?" 



THE BROWNIES 67 

"Tu-whoo, tu-whoo!" screamed the old owl; "so 
it's the brownies you are after, is it? Tu-whoo, 
tu-whoo! Go look in the mill pond. Tu-whoo, tu- 
whoo! Go look in the water at midnight, and you'll 
see one. By the light of the moon, a brownie you'll 
see, to be sure, but such a lazy one! Tu-whoo, tu- 
whoo!" screamed the old owl, as it flew away. 

"The mill pond, at midnight, by moonlight!" 
thought Tommy. What could the old owl mean? 
It was midnight then, and moonlight, too; and there 
he was, right down by the water. "Silly old thing," 
said Tommy; "brownies don't live in the water." 

But for all that. Tommy went to the bank of the 
pond and peeped in. The moon was shining as bright 
as day; and what do you suppose Tommy saw? Why, 
just a picture of himself in the water! That was all. 

"I am not a brownie!" he said to himself. But 
the longer he looked, the harder he thought. 

At last he said to himself, "I wonder if I am a 
brownie! Perhaps I am one, after all. Grandmother 
said they are about as large as I am. And the owl 
said I would see a very lazy one if I looked in the 
water. Am I lazy? That must be what the old 
owl meant. I am the brownie myself!" 
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The longer he thought about it, the surer he was 
that he must be a brownie. "Why/' he thought, 
"if I am one, Johnnie must be another; then there 
are two of us. Fll go home and tell Johnnie about it." 

Off he ran as fast as his legs could carry him, and 
just as he was calling, "Johnnie, Johnnie! We are 
brownies! The old owl told me!'' he found himiself 
wide awake, sitting up in bed, and rubbing his eyes, 
while Johnnie lay fast asleep by his side. 

The first faint rays of morning light were just 
creeping in through the bed-room window. "Johnnie, 
Johnnie, Johnnie, wake up!" cried Tonuny. "I have 
something to tell you!" 

After he had told his brother all about his strange 
dream, Tommy said, "Let us play that we really 
are brownies, Johnnie, even if we are not. Let us 
do the housework, and be like the brownies that 
grandmother told us about. It will be great fun 
to surprise father and grandmother. We will keep 
out of sight and tell about it afterwards. Oh, do 
come! It will be such fun!" 

So these two brownies put on their clothes in a 
great hurry and crept softly to the kitchen. There 
they found enough work for a dozen brownies to do. 
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THE BROWNIES AT WORK 

Tommy built a fire, and, while the kettle was 
boiling, swept the untidy floor. Johnnie dusted his 
grandmother's chair, made the cradle ready for his 
baby sister, and set the table for breakfast. 

Just as they had finished their work, they heard 
their father's footstep on the stairs. "Rim!" whis- 
pered Tommy, "or father will see us." So away 
the boys scampered to their room. 

How surprised the poor tailor was when he saw 
the work that had been done in the kitchen! He 
thought that the brownies he had heard about in his 
childhood had come back again. 



The old grandmother was much pleased. ''What 
did I tell you?^' she said. "I have always known 
that there are real brownies." 

Although it was fun for the boys to play that they 
were brownies, it was hard work, too. They some= 
times thought they would stop playing brownie; 
but then they would think of their hard-working 
father and would grow quite ashamed. 

Now, things were much better at home than they 
had been before. The tailor never scolded; grand-= 
mother was more cheerful; the baby was less fretful; 
and the house was always tidy. 

The tailor had more time for his work, now that 
the brownies helped to keep the house in order. He 
could make more coats and could get more money. 
There was always bread and milk enough for every- 
one; and each night the boys set out on the door- 
step a great bowlful for the brownie's supper. 

At last the tailor said, ''I am going to do some- 
thing for that brownie. He has done so much for 
all of us.'* So he cut and stitched the neatest little 
coat you ever saw. ''I have always heard," he said, 
"that a brownie's clothes are ragged, and so I know 
that our brownie will need this." 
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When the coat was finished, it was very beautiful, 
all stitched with gold thread and covered with brass 
buttons. The strangest thing about it was that it 
just fitted Tommy. 

That night the little coat was placed by the bowl 
of milk set for the brownie. At daybreak, the tailor 
was awakened by the sound of laughter and scuffling 
in the kitchen. ''That must be the brownie," he 
thought; and getting out of bed he crept softly down 
the stairs. 

But when he reached the kitchen, instead of the 
brownie, he saw Johnny and Tommy sweeping and 
making the fire and dusting and setting the table. 

Tonuny had put on the coat that his father had 
made for the brownie, and was skipping about in 
it. He was laughing and calling to Johnnie to see 
how fine he looked in it. "Johnnie,'' he said, "I 
wish father had made it to fit you.'' 

"Boys, what does all this mean?" cried the sur- 
prised tailor. "Tonuny, why have you put on that 
coat?" 

When the boys saw their father, they ran to him 
and said, "There is no brownie. Father! We have 
done the work. And, oh, Father! we are sorry that 
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we were lazy and idle so long; but we mean to be 
brownies now, real brownies, and help you till we 
grow to be big men." 

The poor tailor was so happy that there were 
tears in his eyes as he kissed his boys. 

Tommy and Johnnie kept then- promise. But 
after a while, their little sister grew to be the best 
brownie of all. She kept her father's house bright 
and clean with brush and broom and dustpan. 

— Jane L. Hoxie — Adapted. 





THE JUMBLIES 

They went to sea in a sieve, they did; 

In a aeve they went to sea; 
In spite of all their friends could say, 
On a winter's mom, on a stormy day, 

In a sieve they went to sea. 
Far and few, far and few. 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 

And they went to sea in a sieve. 

They sailed away in a aeve, they did, 

In a aeve they sailed so fast, 
Witki only a beautiful pea-green veil 
Tied with a ribbon, by way of a sail, 

To a small tobacco-pipe mast. 
And everyone said who saw them go, 

"Oh! won't they be soon upset, you know? 
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long; 
And, happen what may, if s extremely wrong 

In a sieve to sail so fast." 
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They sailed to the Western Sea, they did — 

To a land all covered with trees; 
And they bought an owl, and a useful cart. 
And a pound of rice, and a cranberry-tart, 

And a hive of silvery bees; 
And they bought a pig, and some green jackdaws, 
And a lovely monkey with lollipop paws. 
And forty bottles of ring-bo-ree, 

And no end of Stilton cheese. 

And in twenty years they all came back — 

In twenty years or more; 
And everyone said, "How tall they've grown! 
For they've been to the Lakes, and the Torrible 
Zone, 

And the hills of the Chankly Bore." 
And they drank their health, and gave them a feast 
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast; 
And everyone said, "If we only live. 
We, too, will go to sea in a sieve, 

To the hills of the Chankly Bore." 
Far and few, far and few. 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 

And they went to sea in a sieve. 

— Edward Lear. 
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THE SKYLARK'S SPURS 

THE UNKIND FAIRY 

There was once a fairy who had one very bad habit. 
She liked to find fault with everybody. 

One day when she lay down in a meadow to take 
a nap, she heard a deep sigh. Peeping out, she saw a 
young skylark sitting near her in the grass. 

"What troubles you?" asked the fairy. 

"Oh, I am so unhappy,'' replied the poor lark; 
"I want to build a nest, but I have no mate." 

"Why don't you look for a mate, then?" said the 
fairy, laughing at him. "Do you expect one to come 
and look for you? Fly up into the sky and sing a 
beautiful song, and then perhaps some pretty bird 
will hear you. If you tell her that you will help 
her to build a nest, and that you will sing to her all 
day long, maybe she will become your mate." 

"Oh, I don't like to fly up," said the lark; "I am 
so ugly. If I were a robin, with red feathers on my 
breast, I should not mind showing my feet. But 
I am only a poor skylark, and I know that I shall 
never be able to get a mate." 
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"But you should try, anjrway," said the fairy. 

"Oh, but you don't know," said the lark, "that 
if I fly up, my feet will be seen; and no other bird 
has claws hke mine. They are so long that they 
would frighten anyone. And yet, fairy, I never 
harm anyone with my long claws." 

"Let me look at them," said the fairy. 

The lark lifted up one of his feet, which he had 
kept hidden in the long grass. 

"Are you sure that you never use your claws to 
fight with?" asked the fairy. 

"I never fought in my life," said the lark; "yet 
these claira grow longer and longer." 
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"Well, I am sorry for you/' said the fairy; "but 
I think that you must be a quarrelsome bird, or you 
would not have such long spurs/' 

"That is just what I am always afraid people will 
say," said the poor lark. 

"Well, nothing is given to us unless it is to be 
of some use," said the fairy. "You would not 
have wings unless you used them for flying. So you 
would not have spurs unless you used them for 
fighting." 

"I am sure I never fight," said the lark. "So 
I thought you might be willing to say to your friends 
that I am not a quarrelsome bird." 

"No," said the unkind fairy, "I still think those 
spurs are meant to fight with. Good morning." 

THE SKYLARK WINS A MATE 

After the fairy had left, the poor lark sat quietly 
in the grass for a long time. By and by a grasshopper 
came chirping up and tried to comfort him. 

"I heard what the unkind fairy said to you. But 
I have known you a long time, and I have never 
seen you fight. I will tell everyone that you are a 
very good-tempered bird." 
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The skylark was so pleased at these kind words 
that he flew up into the air. The higher he went, 
the sweeter was the song that he sang. 

"I never heard such a beautiful song in my life — 
never!" cried a pretty brown lark. 

"It was sung by my friend, the skylark," said 
the grasshopper. "He is a very good-tempered 
bird, and he wants a mate." 

"Hush!" said the pretty brown lark. "I want 
to hear the end of that wonderful song." She held 
her breath while she listened. 

"Well done, my friend!" said the grasshopper, 
when the skylark came down again. Then he told 
him how much the brown lark had been pleased 
with his song. A moment later, he took the poOT 
skylark to see her. 

The skylark thought that never before had he seen 
such a pretty bird. "I hope she will not be afraid of 
my long spurs," he said to himself. 
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When she told him how much she loved music, 
he sprang up agam into the blue sky and sang even 
more sweetly than before. How happy he was to 
think that he could please her! 

The grasshopper began to praise the singer, and 
to say what a kind, cheerful bird he was. And so 
after a while, when the skylark asked the brown 
lark to become his mate, she made his heart glad 
by saying, "Yes.'' 

"I do not mind your spurs,'' she said. "I should 
not like you to have short claws like other birds, 
although I cannot say exactly why, for they do not 
seem to be of any use.'' 

WHAT THE skylark's SPURS WERE FOR 

After a time, the skylark and the brown lark built 
a little nest in the grass. The skylark was so happy 
that he almost forgot about his long spurs. 

But the unkind fairy did not forget about them. 
One afternoon she happened to see the lark's friend. 
"How do you do, Grasshopper?" she asked. 

"Thank you, I am very well and very happy," 
answered the grasshopper. "People are so kind to 



me." 
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"How is your quarrelsome friend, the lark?" 
asked the fury. 

"He is not quarrelsome," replied the grasshopper, 
"and I wish you would not say that he is." 

"Oh, well," said the fairy, laughmg, "the lark 
does not wear those long spurs for nothing." 

The grasshopp^ did not argue with the fairy, 
but said, "Suppose you come and see the ^:gs that 
the pretty brown lark has in her nest." 

Off they went together; but what was their surprise 
to find the little lark trembling and weeping as 
she sat upon the nest. 
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"Oh, my pretty eggs!'' said the lark when she 
saw her visitors. "They will certainly be broken/' 

"What is the matter?" asked the grasshopper. 

"Dear Grasshopper," said the lark, "I have just 
heard the farmer say that tomorrow morning he 
will bogin to cut the grass in this meadow." 

"It is a great pity," said the grasshopper, "that 
you laid your eggs on the groimd!" 

'^ Larks always do," said the little bird, weeping. 
Neither the grasshopper nor the fairy could do any- 
thing to help her. 

At last her mate, the skylark, dropped down from 
the white cloud where he had been singing. In great 
fright, he asked what the matter was. When they 
told him, he was very sad, but after a while he lifted 
his feet and began to look at his long spurs. 

"If I had only laid my eggs on the other side of the 
hedge," cried the poor little brown lark, "they would 
be safe now." 

"My dear," said the skylark, "don't be unhappy." 
As he said these wwds, he hopped to the nest, laid 
the claws of one foot upon the prettiest eggy and 
clasped it with his long spur. And what do you 
think he found? The spur exactly fitted the little egg! 
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"Oh, my good mate!'' cried the mother bird; "do 
you think that you can carry all the ^gs to a safe 
place?" 

" To be sure I can," replied the skylark, beginning 
slowly and carefully to hop, with the egg in his right 
foot. "I have always wondered what my spurs 
could be for, and now I see." 

So he hopped along with the egg, until he came 
to a safe place on the other side of the hedge. There 
he put it down and came back for the others. 

"Hurrah!" cried the grasshopper. "Lark's spurs 
forever!" 

The fairy did not have a word to say. She felt 
very much ashamed of herself, because she had told 
the skylark that his spurs were meant to fight with. 
She sat looking on in silence, until the last of the ^ggs 
had been carried to the other side of the hedge. 

Then the skylark sprang up into the sky agaiA, 
singing to his proud little mate. He was very happy, 
because now he knew what his long spurs were for. 

— • Jean Ingelow — Adapted, 
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FAREWELL TO THE FARM 

The coach is at the door at last; 
The eager children, mounting fast 
And kissing hands, in chorus ^ng: 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 



To house and garden, field and lawn, 
The meadow-gates we swung upon. 
To pump and stable, tree and swing, 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 
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And fare you well tor evermwe, 
ladder at the hayloft doffl*, 
hayloft where the cobwebs ding. 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

Crack goes the whip, and of! we go; 
The trees and bouses smaller grow; 
Last, round the woody turn we swing; 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

— Robert Louis Steventon. 
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A GOOD PLAY 

We built a ship upon the stairs 
All made of the back-bedroom chairs. 
And filled it full of sofa pillows 
To go a-sailing on the billows. 

We took a saw and several nails, 
And water in the nursery pails; 
And Tom said, "Let us also take 
An apple and a slice of cake''; 
Which was enough for Tom and me 
To go a-sailing on, till tea. 

We sailed along for days and days. 
And had the very best of plays; 
But Tom fell out and hurt his knee. 
So there was no one left but me. 

— Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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THE PRINCESS WHO NEVER LAUGHED 

THE LITTLE OLD MAN 

There was once a wood-cutter who had three 
sons. He was very proud of the two older boys, but 
he thought the youngest son was a simpleton. 

One day the oldest son started out to cut wood in 
the forest. His mother gave him some fine, brown 
pancakes to take with him for his lunch. He had 
not gone very far when he met a little old man who 
said, "Good morning, friend! I see you have plenty 
of food there. Will you give me a little?" 

"Not I," replied the oldest son. "I might not 
have enough for myself." So he went on, leaving 
the little man by the roadside. Soon he began his 
work, but at the very first stroke, his ax cut his arm. 

The next day the second son started out to cut 
wood, and his mother gave him a nice cake to take 
with him. In the forest he met the same little old 
man, who begged for a piece of cake. 

"No!" cried the second son. "I might not have 
enough for myself." So he turned away and began 
to chop at a tree. The very next moment he struck 
his leg such a blow that he shouted with pain. 
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In the morning the youngest son went to his father 
and said, "There is no wood for our fire, and both 
my brothers have cut themselves. Let me take an 
ax and see what I can do." 

''You!'' cried his father. ''You do not under- 
stand wood-cutting." 

"Let me try," said the boy so eagerly that at last 
his father told him that he might go. His mother 
made him a little, plain cake, and off he started. 

In the forest he met the same little man, who said, 
"I am very himgry. Please give me some cake." 

"Gladly," replied the boy. "The cake is very 
plain, but you are welcome to a share of it." Then 
they sat down together, and what was the boy's 
surprise to find that the cake in his basket was a 
rich one! 

When they had eaten it, the little man said, "You 
are kind-hearted and shall have your reward. Cut 
down that tree, and at the roots you will find some- 
thing worth having." 

Then the little man disappeared. The boy took 
his ax and cut down the tree. At the roots he foimd 
a goose with feathers of pure gold! Taking it under 
his arm, he went to an inn for the night. 
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WHY THE PRINCESS LAUGHED 

Now the inn-keeper had three daughters, and 
when they saw the golden goose, they wanted it. 

In the middle of the night, the oldest daughter 
got out of bed and crept to the room where the boy 
had left the goose. She said to herself, '^At least 
I will have one golden feather." But no sooner 
had she touched the goose than her finger and thumb 
stuck fast, and she could not get them away. 

Soon the second daughter came to the room, and, 
seeing her sister, cried out, "You greedy girl! You 
want all the feathers for yourself!" But when she 
tried to pull her away from the goose, her fingers 
stuck fast to her sister, and she could not get them 
away. 

Then the third daughter came into the room, 
and saw her two sisters there. She was very angry, 
for she had intended to take some of the golden feath- 
ers, herself. So she took hold of her second sister, 
and at once foimd herself a prisoner. In this posi- 
tion the three sisters were obliged to stay for the 
rest of the night. 

Early in the morning the boy put the goose under 
his arm and set out for home. The three daughters 
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of the inn-keeper were obliged to follow, because 
flieir hands were stuck fast. 

They had not gone far when they met two lads, 
who called to the boy, "Stop! Set those girls free!" 
As he made no answer, they took hold of the sisters 
to pull them away. But their hands stuck fast, too, 
and they were obliged to follow. 

Many others whom they met tried to help them. 
But all foimd themselves stuck fast! At last there 
was a long line of men and women following the 
golden goose — all stuck together as if they had 
been glued. It was the most amusing sight that, 
anyone had ever seen. 

In this way they came to a large town, where there 
lived the richest King in the world. Now this King 
had a daughter who was so imhappy that no one 
had ever been able to make her laugh. All day long 
she sat at her window, looking out sadly. 

At last her father became so troubled about her 
that he cried out, "Whoever is able to make the 
princess laugh shall have her for his wife!" 

It so happened that the princess was at her win- 
dow when the boy came down the street with the 
golden goose. When she saw the long line of people 
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.walking after him and trying to break loose, she 
laughed until the tears ran down her cheeks. 

At once her maid rushed to the King to tell him 
the news. The King was so pleased that he sent 
out his servants to bring the boy before him. In 
he came, with his predous goose under his arm, and 
tiie wedding was held soon afterwards. 

In this strange way the wood-cutter's youngest 
son became a great prince, and lived in w«Jth and 
happiness for the rest of his life. 

— Peter Christian A^jomaen. 
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THE BOY AND HIS CAP 
I know a boy whose eyes are bright, 
And sharper than a cat's at night; 
He never even has to squint 
When looking at the finest print. 

A thousand things he's sure to spy, 
Things that escape his mother's ^e; 
But though his bright eyes fairly snap, 
He never, somehow, sees his cap. 

I've seen him hunt it everywhere, 

On every table, every chair, 

And when his strength was wasted, quite, 

His mother saw it, plain in sight. 

I wonder if some fellow here 
Can make this funny thing quite clear — 
Can tell me why a bright-eyed chap. 
Can never, never find his cap. 

— Rebecca B. Foresman. 
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THE GOLDEN PEARS 

THE FIRST BASKET OF PEARS 

The% was once a poor man who had nothing 
in the world but three sons and a fine pear-tree 
which grew in front of his cottage. 

Now the King of that country was very fond of 
pears. So one day the man said to his sons, "I 
shall send the King, as a present, a basketful of our 
golden pears." 

Then he gathered the finest pears from the tree, 
large ones as yellow as gold, and laid them in a bas- 
ket. "Take these to the King," he said to his oldest 
son. "Be sure that you do not let anyone rob you 
of them on the way." 

"I know how to take care of myself, Father," 
said the boy. Then he covered the pears with fresh 
leaves and set out for the King's palace. 

After a time, the boy came to a fountain, where 
he stopped to drink. A little old woman was wash- 
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ing some rags* at the fountain and singing a queer 
Uttle song. 

'^A witch!'' said the boy to hraiself. "She'll try 
to get my pears, but I'll be too clever for her." 

"A fair day, my lad," said the little old woman. 
"That's a heavy load you have to carry. What 
is in your basket?" 

"A load of sweepings from the road, to see whether 
I can make a penny by selling it," he answered. 

" Road-sweepings! " repeated the old woman. " You 
don't mean that?" 

"Yes, I do mean it," answered the boy. 

"Oh, very well. You will find out when you get 
to your journey's end," said the old woman, and 
she went on washing and singing. 

"She means something by those words, that's 
clear," thought the boy. "But there's no harm done, 
for I haven't let her even look at the pears." So on 
he went until he came to the palace. When he had 
told his errand, he was led before the King. 

"You have brought me some pears, have you, 
my boy?" said the King, smiling. 

"Yes, Your Majesty, here are some of the finest 
yellow pears ir the world," said the boy. 
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The King was so pleased to hear this that he b^an 
to take off the covering of leaves. But what was 
his anger to find under it nothing but sweepings from 
the road! The servants who stood by, at once took 
the boy off to prison. 

"It is all a trick of that old woman by the 
fountain/' he said to himself; "I thought she meant 
mischief to me." 

THE SECOND BASKET OP PEARS 

After a time, the father said to his othw sons, 
''You see how well your older brother has fared. 
He carried the juicy fruit in safety to the King. 
No doubt the King was so well pleased with the 
pears that he has kept your brother near him, and 
has made him a rich man." 

"I am as wise as he," said the second brother; 
"give me a basket of the pears. Father, and let me 
take it to the King. Then I shall become a rich man, 
too, but I won't keep my riches all to myself. I 
will send for you to share them with me." 

''Well said, my son," answered the father. And 
as the pears were just ripe again, he took another 
basket and filled it with the beautiful yellow 
fruit. 
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The second son took the basket and went on his 
way until he came to the same founts that his 
older brother had seen. Here he, too, stopped to 
get a drink. 

The same old woman was washing her rags at 
the foimtain and suiging her queer little song. 

"A fair day, my lad," she said. "That's a heavy 
load you have to carry. What is in your basket?" 

"It's pigs' food," answered the boy. "I am tak- 
ing it to market to see whether I can make a penny 
by selling it." 

"Pigs' food!" repeated the httle old woman. "You 
don't mean that?" 

"Yes, I do mean it," he answered, rudely. 

"Oh, very well; you will find out when you get 
to your journey's end," she said to him, just as she 
had said to his brother. 
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The boy went on until he reached the palace. He, 
too, was led before the King with his basket. But 
when the King uncovered it, there was a basket of 
pigs' food instead of beautiful yellow pears! The 
servants took the second boy off to prison, where 
his brother had been kept so long. 

THE THIRD BASKET OP PEARS 

As the days went by, and the poor man heard 
nothing from his two sons, he grew very sad. When 
the youngest boy saw his father's sorrow, he, too, 
felt sad. So one day he asked whether he might 
not go in search of his brothers. 

"Do you really think that you can find them?" 
asked the father, who had always thought that his 
youngest son was a simpleton. 

"I do not know, Father, but I will do whatever 
you tell me to do," replied the boy. 

The pears were just ripe again, so the man laid the 
finest of the yellow fruit in a basket, and sent the 
youngest son on his way. 

As the boy walked along, the day grew very hot. 
Soon he reached the same fountain that his brothers 
had seen. Thwe he stopped to drink and to rest. 
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The same old woman was washing her rags, and 
singing a quew little song. "Here comes another 
of those rude boys!" she thought, when she saw the 
youngest son. "I suppose he, too, will try to fool 
me. As if I didn't know how sweet is the smell of 
fine ripe pears!" 

"Good morning!" said the boy, taking off his cap 
politely. 

"He has better manners than the other two," 
thought the little old woman, as she returned his 
greeting. 

"May I sit down here, please?" asked the boy. 

"Yes," she answered, greatly surprised by his 
politeness. "And what have you in your basket, 
my boy? It must be a very precious load to be 
worth carrying on such a hot day as this." 

"Indeed it is precious," said the boy. "These 
are ripe, yellow pears, and my father says there are 
no finer in the whole world. I am taking them to 
the King, who is very fond of the fruit." 

"Only ripe pears, and yet so heavy!" said the old 
woman, as she lifted the basket. "Your load seems 
too heavy to be pears. But you will see when you 
come to your joumey^s end." 
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*'They are nothing but pears," said the boy pditdy, 
as he started on his way again. 

How the servants at the palace laughed when 
another boy came to them with the story that he 
had pears for the King! "No, no!" they said. "We 
have had enough of that! You may turn around 
and go back home." 

The poor boy b^gan to weep bitterly. At that 
moment the King and his little daughter came out 
of the palace. When the girl saw the weeping boy, 
she asked what troubled him. 

"It is another boy who has come to insult the 
King," answered the servants. "Your Majesty, shall 
we take him away to prison?" 

"You may decide, daughter," said the King. 

"But I have pears!" cried the boy. "And my 
father says there are no finer in the world." 

"We know that story by heart!" cried a servant. 

"Please look at my pears, fair princess!" pleaded 
the boy. "I have brought them a long way for 
the King." 

The princess decided to look into the basket, her- 
self. She peeped under the leaves — ^and there were 
shining pears of solid gold! 
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"These are pears fit for a King!" she said, as she 
gave them to her father. The King was so pleased 
that he ordered the gold fruit to be placed among 
his treasures. And as a reward for the gift, he prom- 
ised the boy whatever he might ask. 

"All I wish is to find my two brothers, who also 
brought some pears to Your Majesty," said the boy. 

"Those other boys who said they brought pears, 
are now in prison," said the King. Then he com- 
manded that they be brought before him. As soon 
as the two brothers were led in, the youngest boy 
ran to them and kissed them. 

When the two older boys had told how they came 
to be thrown into prison, the King said, "It is always 
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best to tell the truth." The boys had often heard 
their father say the same thing, and they were sorry 
that they had forgotten this when they talked to the 
old woman at the fountain. 

Then the King sent for the father and gave him 
charge of the gardens about the palace. The happy 
man brought with him the pear-tree that had brought 
golden fortune to them. And ever after, he and his 
sons lived in plenty. 

— Angela M. Keyes. 
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Hundreds of stars in the pretty sky; 

Hundreds of shells on the shore together; 
Hundreds of birds that go singing by; 

Hundreds of bees in the sunny weather. 

Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn; 

Himdreds of lambs in the purple clover; 
Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn; 

But only one mother the wide world over. 

— George Cooper, 
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''I love you. Mother/' said little John. 
Then foi^getting his work, his cap went on, 
And he was off to the garden swing. 
Leaving his mother the wood to bring. 
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I love yoo. Mother/' said little Nell, 
I love you better than tongue can teU.'* 
Then she teased and pouted half the day, 
TSl mother rejoiced when she went to play. 

"I love you, Mother," said little Fan. 
"Today IH help you afl I can." 
To the cradle then she did softly creep, 
And rocked the baby till it fell asleep. 

Then stepping softly, she took the broom, 
And swept the floor and dusted the room; 
Busy and happy all day was she, 
Helpful and cheerful as child could be. 

"I love you, Mother," agsdn they said — 
Three little children, going to bed. 
How do you think that mother guessed 
Which of them really loved her best? 

— Joy AlUson. 
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THE FAIRY HOUSE 



"Oh, what a pretty Httle house!" So said Irene, 
as she stood with her fairy godmother outside the 
fairy cottage. 

"Do you think it pretty, Irene? I am glad of 
that, for it is here you are going to stay." 

"That will be lovely! Am I to be all alone?" 

"Yes," answered the fairy. "I am going to leave 
you here to take care of the house. Come inside, 
and I will tdl you what you must do each day." 
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Irene into a dainty little bedroom, the 
fairy said to her, "Every morning you must open 
the windows wide to let in the air. Then you must 
make the bed and dust the room well. 

"This is the parlor," said the fairy, opening a door. 
"Every day you must sweep the floor and polish 
the table and the chairs. And this is the kitchen," 
she said, as she led the way into another room. Then 
she gave her this advice: 

"Be up with the sun, get your work done; 
Keep the stove bright and fire alight. 
Here are the brushes, here are the brooms; 
Here are the dusters for dusting the rooms. 

"Now I must leave you. Do your work well, 
and soon I shall come to see you again. Grood-bye, 
Irene." Then the fairy walked away. 

Prom parlor to bedroom, from bedroom to kitchen, 
and from kitchen to garden, Irene wandered. Every 
minute she grew more pleased. 

"It is perfectly lovely!" said the happy little girl, 
in great delight, as she looked about her. 

Suddenly she heard a voice call out, "Now, then, 
little mistress, if you do not give me some wood at 
once, I shall go out." 
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Irene nearly jumped out of her shoes. It was 
— but how could it be? — the fire talking! Speech- 
less with wonder, she sat and stared. 

"Very well, then/' cried the voice, again; "since 
you will not take care of me, I shall go out." And, 
whiff! out went the fire. 

Irene went quickly to the wood-box and opened 
it. Taking some kindling she hurried to the stove. 

"Here, mistress, come back and put down my 
cover, please,'' called out another voice. 

"Now the wood-box is talking," thought Irene- 
"What a wonderful place this is!" 

Then a stick of wood said, "You let me fall, 
mistress; kindly pick me up." 

Irene did as she was told. She closed the wood- 
box, picked up the wood, and swept the floor. Then 
she laid the broom upon the table and started to 
build the fire, when — 

"Hang me up, mistress; hang me up in my place," 
called out the broom. 

"I can't do everything at once," said Irene, crossly, 
as she hung up the broom on its hook. 

"One thing at a time, mistress, and each in its 
proper order," answered the broom. 
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Soon the fire was burning brightly again. So 
Irene went to a drawer and got a tablecloth. Then 
she set the table for dinner. 

"Mistress, you have not shut me/' called out the 
drawer, in a loud voice. 

"Oh, bother!" cried Irene, as she slammed the 
drawer in so hard that she knocked down a cup. 

"Mistress, hang me up, hang me up!" cried the 
cup in a shrill voice. 

"Oh, stay there and be quiet," she replied, angrily; 
and the cup said, "Very well, mistress." 

"That's better," thought Irene. "If they will 
only be quiet, I can do things when I have time." 

In the pantry she found a little pie, white bread 
and butter, ripe strawberries, and sweet cream. You 
may be sure she enjoyed her dinner. 

Whenever anything called to her, she answered, 
"Be quiet; I will attend to you presently," and she 
was obeyed. After she had finished eating, she piled 
up the dishes. 

"I can wash them by and by," she thought. But 
as she turned away, the dishes cried, "Mistrras, 
mistress, wash us, wash us, please!" 

"Presently," said Irene. "Presently I will." 
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''Very well, mistress," answered the dishest just 
as the cup had done. 

Irene sat down to rest. How delightful it was, 
sitting there! Not a sound .was to be heard except 
the tick of the clock, as it said: 

"The moments fly, one by one, 

Tick, tick! 
Lazy, lazy, nothing done, 

Tick, tick! 
Little moments make the day — 
Swift they come, swift pass away; 
Take them, use them, don't delay. 
Tick, tick, tick, tick!" 

THE fairy's warning 

Irene sat at tea. Everything seemed to be out 
of place; the hearth was untidy, and the floor unswept. 
The whole house looked very different from the way 
it had looked when she first came into it. 

Suddenly Irene glanced up and saw her fairy god- 
mother standing before her. 

"How is this?'' demanded the fairy, sternly, as 
she looked at the untidy room. 

"I left things so that I could do them all at once," 
stammered Irene, very much ashamed. 
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"Left them to do all at once! You can do only 
one thing at a time, whenever you begin. Did they 
not ask to be done?" 

"We did, we did!" all the things shouted togetiier; 
"but she told us to be quiet." 

"So you want to do them all at once, idle girl? 
Have your wish. You shall struggle with all these 
undone tasks, until all of them have been finished." 
So saying, the fairy disappeared. 

Suddenly shouts arose on all ades, "Hang me 
up!" "Put me away!" "Wash me!" "Sweep me!" 
All her tasks came crowding about her. 
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Poor Irene did not know which way to turn. The 
broom beat her, the cups flew at her head; the table 
and chairs pushed against her. 

At last when the broom gave her a harder blow 
than before, she seized it and put it on its hook. The 
broom called out, in a contented voice, ''Thank you, 
mistress.'^ 

Irene saw that she must put each thing where it 
belonged. A dust cloth was striking her in the face. 
Snatching it up, she dusted the table. Then she 
folded it and laid it in its place. 

"Thank you, mistress,'' said the duster and the 
table. So two more things were put in order. Now 
Irene set to work in earnest, and as each task was 
completed, she heard the words, ''Thank you, mis- 
tress." Never before had she worked so hard. She 
kept on until the little house looked as dainty and 
clean as it had looked when she came into it. 

"Oh, dear!" sighed Irene. "I don't want another 
evening like this as long as I live." 

"Then don't have one, Irene!" ticked the clock. 
"Don't have one! Do each task as it comes, and 
then you will find that things will go more pleasantly, 
and you will have less trouble." 
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''Thank you very much for your advice, clock," 
answered Irene. "It sounds strange to hear you 
and the table and the chairs talk, as you have been 
doing. I suppose it is because you are all fairy fur- 
niture, in a fairy house." 

''I suppose so," ticked the clock. 

"Well, I am tired, and I think I will go to bed 
now," said Irene. 

"Wind me up first, mistress," cried the clock. 

"Oh, yes, I forgot," said Irene; and she wound 
the clock. 

"Mistress, please lock me," said the door. 

"And lock me, too," cried the window. 

Irene obeyed. Then she took a candle and started 
to go upstairs. As she did so, she heard the pattering 
of many little feet. 

When she turned around, Irene saw some of the 
strangest little people in the world. They came 
jumping out of the clock! Such tiny men they were, 
each with a long white beard. 

Down they scrambled, and stood in a circle 
around the room. Then one of them said, in a shrill 
voice, "Well, brothers, what do you think of our 
new mistress?" 
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"Not very much," answered one of his com- 
panions. 

"And why not?" asked the first little man. 

"She does not know how to make use of us," 
answered all the other little men, together. 

"Then let us teach her how she ought to use us," 
said the little man. So they all began to ang: 

" Irene, peeping on the stair, 
Irene with the goldwi hair, 
Wondering who we may be — 
Fairies of this house, you see. 

"We are minutes of the day, 
That so swiftly fly away; 
One by one we come to you 
With some little task to do. 

"You must catch us ere we fly— 
You can do it if you try; 
Happy then the day wiU be, 
And no trouble you shall see. 

"Now to bed and go to sleep; 
We a faithful watch will keep, 
Waken you when shines the sim, 
And the cock crows, 'Night is done.' " 
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A HAPPT BIRTHDAY 

• 

The next morning the warm sunlight streamed 
in through the window and awoke Irene. 

''Ah!'' she said to herself, lazily, "I think I wiU 
sleep just another half-hour." 

''Ding-dong, ding-dong, mistress, get up!" sang 
the clock from downstairs. 

Then Irene remembered all that had happened 
the day before. "I don't want another day like 
that," she said, with a shudder. 

So she sprang out of bed and dressed herself. After 
that she opened the windows wide, and shook the 
bed. Then she went downstairs and set to work. 
When the fairy godmother returned, the cottage 
was as neat as could be. 

"Ah!" cried the fairy, "this is as it should be. 
How have you managed it, Irene?" 

"Sit down, godmother, and I will tell you. I have 
done just one thing at a time," answered the happy 
little girl. 

"And so you have found time to do them 
all. You have learned one lesson, Irene. When 
you have learned a few more lessons, I shall send 
you home. For I need my cottage so that I may 
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teach other little girls how to overcome idleness. 
Now hold up your hand.'* 

Irene obeyed, and her godmother placed a staunge- 
looking ring upon her finger. ''Every tune you are 
idle, this ring will prick you," said the fairy. "When 
you have not been pricked once for a whole week, 
I shall know that you are cured of your idleness." 

You must not suppose that Irene foxmd it easy 
work. Many times the wonderful ring pricked her 
finger and reminded her of things to be done. But 
she had made up her mind to try, and it was sur- 
prising how quickly she overcame her idleness. 

One day Irene sat at her window, thinking. It 
was her birthday, and, for the first time, a week had 
gone by in which the ring had not pricked her once. 
Suddenly she saw her fairy godmother standing 
before her. 

''Oh, Godmother," cried the happy little girl, 
"have you come to give me a birthday party?" 

"Yes. That is the very reason I have come, 
Irene," replied the fairy. "You have learned your 
lesson well, and I am greatly pleased. Now tell 
me, are you not much happier than you used to be 
when you were so idle?" 



SUPPOSE 113 

" Oh, yes, dear Godmother! " answered Irene. "And 
I have you to thank for it. Now take back your 
ring, and with it teach some other little girl the les- 
son I have learned.'' 

— H. EscoU'Inman. 
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Suppose, my little lady. 

Your doll should break her head. 
Could you make it whole by crying 

Till your eyes and nose were red? 
And wouldn't it be pleasanter 

To treat it as a joke; 
And say you're glad 'twas Dolly's 

And not your head that broke? 

Suppose you're dressed for walking. 

And the rain comes pouring down, 
Will it clear off any sooner 

Because you scold and frown? 
And wouldn't it be nicer 

For you to smile than pout, 
And so make simshine in the house 

When there is none without? 
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Suppose your task, my little man, 

Is very hard to get, 
Will it make it any easier 

For you to sit and fret? 
And wouldn't it be wiser. 

Than waiting like a dunce. 
To go to work in earnest 

And learn the thing at once? 

Suppose that some boys have a horse, 

And some a coach and pair. 
Will it tire you less, while walking. 

To say, "It isn't fair''? 
And wouldn't it be nobler 

To keep your temper sweet. 
And in your heart be thankful 

You can walk upon your feet? 

And suppose the world can't please you, 

Nor the way some people do, 
Do you think the whole creation 

Will be altered just for you? 
And isn't it, my boy or girl, 

The wisest, bravest plan. 
Whatever comes, or doesn't come. 

To do the best you can? 

— Phoebe Cary, 
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GOOD-NIGHT AND GOOD-MORNING 

A fair little girl sat under a tree, 

Sewing as long as her eyes could see; 

Then smoothed her work, and folded it right, 

And said, "Dear work, good-night, good-night!" 

Such a number of rooks came over her head, 
Crying, "Cawl cawl" on their way to bed; 
She said, as ^e watched their curious flight, 
"little black things, good-night, good-night!" 
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The horses neighed, and the oxen lowed, 
The sheep's "Bleat! bleat!" came over the road; 
All seeming to say, with a quiet delight, 
"Good Uttle girl, good-night, good-night!" 

She did not say to the smi, "Good-night!" 
Thoxigh she saw him there like a ball of light; 
For she knew he had God's time to keep 
All over the world, and could never sleep. 

The tall pink foxglove bowed his head, 
The violet curtsied and went to bed; 
And good little Lucy tied up her hair. 
And said on her knees her favorite prayo*. 

And while on her pillow she softly lay, 
She knew nothing more till again it was day, 
And all things said to the beautiful sun, 
"Good-morning! good-morning! our work is begun!" 
— Lord BoughUm. 
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ULYSSES AND THE BAG OF WINDS 

Long, long ago, there lived upon a little island 
a Greek King named Ulysses. One time Uljrsses 
sailed far away across the sea to fight for his country. 
Ten long years he was away from his beautiful wife 
and his Uttle son. 

At last the Greeks captured the city they were 
fighting against, and the war ended. "Now I can 
go back to my island home," said Ulysses, joyfully, 
as he and his men set sail for home. "Once more 
I can see my wife and son!" 

On the way, they stopped to rest at the home of 
a King named iEolus, who lived on an island in the 
sea. It was a wonderful island; all around it was a 
high wall of bronze. 

iEolus was King of the winds. He could make 
the winds sleep so soimdly that the sea would be as 
smooth as glass, or he could make them blow so hard 
that the waves would be as high as mountains. 

When Ulysses was ready to start on his way again, 
iEolus said, "I will help you to reach your home, 
Ulysses. I will put all the stormy winds in this great 
bag of ox-hide. Then they cannot harm you. 
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^'I will tie the bag with this golden chain; but I 
will leave out the gentle west wind, to bear you sa£ely 
home. Guard the bag of winds carefully, and do 
not let anyone untie the chain," 

Then the west wind blew softly and sent them in 
safety on their way. For nine days and nights Ulys- 
ses guarded the bag of winds, imtil at last he became 
very tired and sleepy. 

Now the men with Ulysses did not laiow what 
was in the great bag. "See how he guards it!'' they 
said. "Surely it has gold and silver in it, for it is 
tied with a golden chain. We helped Ulysses in 
the war; why should he have all the gold and silver?'' 

At last, on the tenth day, they came in sight of 
their dear island, "Look, look!" cried the men 
joyfully. "There are our green fields! Soon we shall 
see our homes." 

Then the weary Ulysses, thinking that he need 
not guard the bag any longer, fell fast asleep. 

"Now we can see what is in the bag!" said his 
men. "We can get some of the gold and the silver 
for ourselves." 

So they crept up to the bag and imtied the golden 
chain. Out flew all the stormy winds, roaring and 
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howling I In a moment, great waves arose and drove 
the ship far from land. 

The noise of the wind and the waves awoke Ulys- 
ses. Where was his Uttle island home? Where were 
the greea fields he loved so well? They were far, 
hi away, for the ship was out on the stormy sea. 

"Oh, what shall I do?" cried Ulysses. "I fear 
that I shall never see my home again. But I must 
not i^ve up; I will try again and again. Some day 
I may reach my home, and see my wife and son once 
more." 

After a long time, the stormy winds drove the ship 
back to the island where .^lolus lived. How glad 
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UljTsses was when he saw the high wall of bronze! 
'^iEolus can help tis," he said. "He will tie the winds 
again," 

But -^olus was angry with Ulysses and his men. 
''Go away!" he said. "I will not help you a second 
time, for it is your own fault that the stormy winds 
are out of the bag." 

So once more Ulysses set out upon the sea, and it 
was many long years before he saw his island home 
again. 

— Greek Legend. 



WHICH WIND IS BEST? 

Whichever way the wind doth blow, 
Some heart is glad to have it so; 
And blow it east or blow it west, 
The wind that blows, that wind is best. 

— Caroline A. Mason. 
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THE STAR AND THE LILY 

Once upon a time all the people in the wotM were 
happy. No one was ever hungry; no one was ever 
fflck. The beasts all Uved togeth^ in peace; the 
birds all sang joyfully; the air was full of the sweet- 
ness oi flowers; and every tree and bush gave fruit. 

In t^ happy time the Indians lived a free life in 
ttie open air. At night they used to meet in the 
wide green fields and watch the stars. 

One night the Indians saw a star that shone more 
brightly than all tbe others. It seemed very near 
to them, as it himg in the southern sky, close to the 
mountain-side. 

" It looks like a ball of fire," said the children. 
"Seel It movesi It is a ball! Or is it a fiery bud 
flying to the mountain?" 

"My father once told me of a moving st^-," said 
a wise .old man. " It left its home in the sky to tell 
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of war, and it always moved right across the heavens, 
A fiery cloud of arrows streamed far behind it. But 
no arrows follow this star. It cannot be the star 
of war." 

That night a yoimg warrior had a dream. He 
dreamed that he climbed the mountain-side to find 
the strange star. And when he found it, the star 
changed to a beautiful maiden who came and stood 
by his side. 

"I love this beautiful land," said the maiden. 
'^I love its rivers and lakes and moimtains. I love 
its birds and flowers. But niore than all, I love its 
children. Yoimg warrior, ask your wise old men 
where I may live so that I shall see the children 
always." 

The next night, as the Indians sat in the wide 
green field watching the star, the young warrior told 
of his dream. 

"Tell the star," said the wise old men, ''that it 
will be welcome to live wherever it wishes." 

So the star came tx) live upon the earth. At first 
it made its home in the white rose on the moimtain- 
side. But it was lonely there, for no child came 
near it. 
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80 the star never av ihe 

"I am not happy.'* sod ^z^ sar. *~I susC 
a home where the staR ra 
upon the earth, all can be 
shall know that the fitxk 
star for itB friend." 

And ainoe that time, the firefly alwa3rs canies a 
litde star of fire. 

Then the star floated away until at last it reached 
a beautiful lake. It looked down into the quiet water, 
and there it saw thousands of the stars of the sky. 

''At last I know where to make my home," said 
fte star. "I will live upon this lake. By day, I can 
see the children paddling in their canoes, ox "^^sN^tv^ 
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on the banks. By night, my sister-stars of tiie sky 
will come to stay beside me on the quiet water." 

The next morning, two Indian children came pad- 
dling out in their canoe. Suddenly they saw a beauti- 
ful water lily, blooming upon the lake. 

"A star! a starl" cried the children. "A star has 
come to Uve upon the water!" 

"The star has found a home," said the wise old 
men. "We will call it the Star-Flower." 

Every day tiie happy star-flower watched ihe 
children at their play. And at night, all about 
it in tiie still waters, were its aster-«tars of the sky. 
— Old Indian Legend. 
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LITTLE PAPOOSE 

Rock-a-by, hush-a-by, little papoose, 

The stars come into the sky, 
The whip-poOT-will's crying, the daylight is dying, 

The nver runs murmuring by. 

The pine trera are slumbering, little papoose. 

The sqxurrel has gone to his nest, 
The robins are sleeping, the mother bird's keeping 

The little ones warm with her breast. 



Then hush-a-by, rock-a-by, little papoose, 

You sjul on the river of dreams; 
Dear Manitou loves you and watches above you 

Till time when the morning light gleams. 

— Charles MyaU. 
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PEBOAN AND SEEGWUN 

It was very cold, and a strong wind vras blowing. 
The brooks and the lakes were covered with ice, 
and all the trees were bare. Not a sound was to be 
heard except the whistling of the wind. 

All alone in a wigwam sat an old Indian. He was 
so old that his hair was as white as the snow outside. 
The iire in the wigwam was very low, and the old 
man sat near it, holding his hands out to the tiny 



He was so weak that he could no longer leave the 
wigwam. Day aftCT day he sat by the fire, thinking 
of the great deeds he had done when he was young. 
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Suddenly an Indian youth, tall and strong, stood 
at the opaimg of the wigwam. There was a glow 
upon his cheeks, and his hair was like sunshine. 

"Come in!" said the old man. "It is cold outside. 
Stay here tonight with me." 

So the yoimg man came into the wigwam and sat 
down by the fire. 

"Let us tell of the great deeds that we have done/ 
said the old man. "When I blow my breath, the 
streams stand still, and the water is turned to ice.' 

"When I blow my breath," said the yoimg man 
"the ice melts, and the streams begin to flow." 

"When I shake my white hair," said the old man 
"snow fills the air, and the birds fly far away." 

"When I shake my golden hair," said the youth 
"the air is. full of sunshine; the birds come back 
and the trees burst into leaf." 

"When I walk upon the earth," said the old man 
"the groimd becomes hard, and the flowers die.' 

"Wherever my foot touches the ground," said the 
young man, "it grows soft and warm again. Flowers 
spring up, and the grass becomes fresh and green." 

So they talked all through the long night. When 
morning came, the cold wind was no longer blowing. 
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The sun was warm, and the bluebirds were smging 
joyfully. Inside the wigwam the air grew warmer 
and warmer. 

After a time the yoimg man arose. He looked 
taller and stronger and more beautiful than ever. 
But the old man lay by the fireside, sad and weak. 
The fire was almost out. 

''Youth, I know you now," said the old man. 
''You are Seegwun, the Spring. I am Peboan, the 
Winter. Once I could do great deeds, but now I 
am old and weak. You are greater than I." 

And all at once the old man was nowhere to be 
seen; he had gone. But where his fire had been, a 
beautiful flower was growing. 

It was the arbutus, the flower that seems to belong 
both to winter and to spring. For it loves the cold 
so much that it blooms while patches of snow are 
still upon the ground. Its petals are always rosy 
with the last gleams of Peboan's fire. 

Yet it is always the first of the flowers to welcome 
Seegwun, the Spring. 

— Old Indian Legend. 
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A THANKSGIVING FABLE 

It was a hungry pussy cat, 

Upon Thanksgiving mom, 
And she watched a thankful little mouse 

That ate an ear of com. 

"If I ate that thankful little mouse 

How thankful he should be, 
When he has made a meal himself, 

To make a meal for me! 

"Then with his thanks for having fed, 
And his thanks for feeding me. 

With all his thankfulness inside, 
How thankful I shall be!" 

Thus mused the himgry pussy cat. 

Upon Thanksgiving Day; 
But the little mouse had overheard 

And declined (with thanks) to stay. 

— Oliver HerfonL 
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UTTLE PUMPKIN'S THANKSGIVING 

LITTLE pumpkin's WISH 

It was the night before Thanksgiving. The Great 
Big Pumpkin, the Middle-Sized Pumpkin, and t^ 
little Wee Pumpldn were talking together in Peter 
Pumpkin-eater's patch. 

The Frost King had sent each of them, as a Thanks- 
giving gift, a pretty white coat that sparkled in l^e 
moonlight. 

"Are all hra-e?" asked the Great Big Pumpkin. 

"All here," said the Middle-Sized Pumpkin, roiiling. 

"All here," said the Little Wee Pumpkin, sneezing, 
for the ni^t air was chilly. "But I think it will be 
our last night together, for I heard Peter say today 
that tomorrow he would send us on our joumejra. 
How delightful that will be!" 

"To be sure," said the Great Big Pumpkin. "I 
hope we will make the best of pies fOT somebody's 
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Thankgi^viDg dmiier. Speakiiig ol joameys^ thoiis^ 
I do hope Peter will send me to the great dty. Th^ 
say the si^ts there are wonderful/' 

''So I have heard/' said the Middle-Sized Pumpkiii. 
''I should be glad to see the tall buildings there/* 

"And I, too/' said the litUe Wee Pumpkin. "1 
should like so much to see the Princess Cinderella, 
whom everybody loves. But I am not large enough 
or fine enough for her. Most of all, I should like 
to make some little child very happy on Thanks- 
giving Day. Then, too, I hope my seeds wfll be 
saved and planted next year. It is such a pleasant 
thing to grow!" 

"Indeed it is!" said the Great Big Pumpkin. 

"Indeed it is!" said the Middle-Sized Pumpkin. 

"I wish Peter could plant all our seeds, for he 
takes such good care of us, and he likes so much to 
see us grow." 

"Well, good-night, and pleasant dreams/' said 
the Great Big Pumpkin. "If we pumpkins do not 
soon go to sleep, the simbeams will catch us napping, 
a pretty sight for a Thanksgiving morning!" 

So the three pumpkins snuggled beneath their 
frosty coats and went to sleep. 



132 LITTLE PUMPKIN'S THANKSGIVING 



THE WISH COMES TRUE 

The next morning was Thanksgiving, and the 
Little Wee Pumpkin was the first to awake. She 
ahnost lost her breath with surprise wh^i Peter 
opened the garden gate, and the Princess Cinderella, 
herself, tripped in behind him. 

She was very beautiful. She had the same sunny 
hair and dainty feet and smiling face that you have 
read about. She was as good and as kind as ever. 

In her hand she held a bimch of violets, almost 
the color of her pretty eyes. As she held them up 
to Peter, she smiled and said, "See! Peter, I have 
brought you these flowers from my beautiful gar- 
dens. They are my Thanksgiving gift to you. 

"Now, Peter, you must help me to find the best 
pumpkin in all your garden, for a jack-o'-lantern. 
I know a little girl whom I can make very happy 
with a jack-o'-lantern. She has been sick a long, 
long time in the hospital, and I have promised her 
one for Thanksgiving Day." 

"Yes, my lady," said Peter, bowing. And they 
went from vine to vine, hunting the best pumpkin. 
First the princess caide to the Great Big Pumpkin; 
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but she would not take that — it was too large. Then 
she came to the Middle-Sized Pumpkin, but that 
was too large, also. And then she came to the Little 
Wee Pumpkin, and that was just right! 

Now the Little Wee Pumpkin was very much sur- 
prised when Cinderella stooped down and said gayly, 
"You dear Little Wee Pumpkin! You will make a 
most beautiful jack-o'-lantern! You are the very 
one to make the little girl happy this Thanksgiving 
Day. Come, Peter, I have chosen this one," she said, 
g^itly patting the Little Wee Pumpkin. 

"Yes, my lady," said Peter. So he carefully 
tucked the Little Wee Pumpkin into Cinderella's 
coach. Away they whirled, off to the little sick girl. 

While they were on their way to the hospital, the 
princess made the Little Wee Pumpkin into a won- 
derful jack-o'-lantern. It had great roimd eyes as 
big as silver dollars. As for its mouth, you could 
never guess how it looked. 

The Little Wee Pumpkin that Cinderella had 
made into a jack-o'-lantern happened to think of 
the joy it would bring to the little girl. Then the 
comers of its mouth turned up in the most beautiful 
smile you ever saw! It was as happy as it could be. 
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All this time the little sick gprl lay in her 
bed, lon^g for the Thanksgiving jack-o'-lantern 
tliat the princess had promised her. 

Suddenly the door opened, and in came Cinderella 
with ibe Little Wee Pumpkin. "Oh, my jack-o'- 
lantem!" cried the ack girl joyfully. "My beau- 
tiful jack-o'-lantern I Oh, look, Cinderella, see how 
it smiles at me!" 

And the smile on the face of the Little Wee Pump- 
kin grew brighter and brighter. For it had wished 
to make some little child very happy on Thanks- 
giving Day, and its wish had come true. 

— Madge A . Biiigham — Adapted. 
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A CHRISTMAS WISH 

rd like a stocking made for a giant, 

And a meeting-house full of toys; 
Then Fd go out in a happy hunt 

For the poor little girls and bojrs; 
Up the street and down the street, 

And across and over the town, 
Fd search and find them every one, 

Before the sun went down. 



One would want a new jack-knife 

Sharp enough to cut; 
One would long for a doll with hair, 

And eyes that open and shut; 
One would ask for a china set 

With dishes all to her mind; 
One would wish a Noah's ark 

With beasts of every kind. 

Some would like a doll's cook-stove 
And a little toy wash-tub; 

Some would prefer a little drum. 
For a noisy rub-a-dub; 
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Some would wish for a story-book, 
And some for a set of blocks; 

Some would be wild with happiness 
Over a new tool-box. 



And some would rather have little shoes, 

And other things warm to wear; 
For many children are very poor, 

And the winter is hard to bear; 
Fd buy soft flannels for little frocks, 

And/ a thousand stockings or so, 
And the joUiest little coats and cloaks 

To keep out the frost and snow. 



Fd load a wagon with caramels 

And candy of every kind, 
And buy all the almond and pecan nuts 

And taffy that I could find; 
And barrels and barrels of oranges 

Fd scatter right in the way. 

So the children would find them the 
very first thing 

When tiiey wake on Christmas Day. 

— Eugene FieU* 
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GRETCHEN'S CHRISTMAS 



THE EMPTY SHOES 

It was almost Christmas time, when one of the 
great ships that sail across the sea came into an 
American harbor. It brought a little girl named 
Gretchen, who had come with her father and mother 
to find a new home in our land. 

Gretchen knew all about the story of Christmas. 
She had heard it over and over in her home across 
the sea. 

Every year, a little before Christmas, she had 
placed her shoes in the garden so that Rupert could 
fill than. For in her country, children believe that 
Santa Glaus has a helper named Rupert. Every 
year, too, Gretchen had found a Christmas tree 
lis^ted for her on Christinas Day. 
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As she came across the ocean^ she wondered what 
Christmas in the new country would be Uke. She 
wondered still more, when they reached a great city, 
and their boxes were carried up to a Uttle room in 
a boarding-house. 

Gretchen did not like the boarding-house; she 
could not feel at home there. But worst of all, her 
father became ill the day after they reached the big 
city. 

It is not pleasant to be up so high in a boarding- 
house (even if you do seem nearer the stars) wh«i 
someone you love is sick. Then, too, Gretchen 
began to think that Rupert had forgotten her. For 
when she set her little wooden shoes outside the 
door, they were never filled with goodies. 

The tears would roll down Gretchen^s fat, rosy 
cheeks, and fall into the empty shoes. She b^an 
to think that the people in America did not keep 
Christmas. How she wished she was in her old home 
again! 

A kind woman in the boarding-house felt sorry 
for the lonely little girl who could not speak English. 
So one day she asked Gretchen^s mother if Gretchen 
might go with her to see the beautiful stores. She 
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was a poor woman, who had no presents to give away; 
but she knew how to be kind. So she took the little 
girl by the hand, and smiled at her very often as 
they hurried along the crowded street. 

THE WISHED-FOR DOLL 

It was the day before Christmas, and Gretchen 
was jostled and pushed by the crowds of people. 
At last they went into a store which made her blue 
eyes open wide, for it was a toy store — the most 
beautiful one she had ever seen. 

In that store were toys that had come across the 
sea, as Gretchen had done. There were dolls from 
France, that were spending their first Christmas 
away from home. There were woolly sheep, and 
painted soldiers, and dainty furniture, and wonder- 
ful toys from many different lands. 

Oh, it was splendid to be in the toy shop the day 
before Christmas! All the tin soldiers stood up so 
straight and tall. They looked as if they were just 
ready to march, whenever the big drums should call 
them. 

The rocking-horses were waiting to gallop away. 
The tops were all ready to spin, and the balls rolled 
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about, because it was so hard for them to keep still. 

The beautiful dolls were dressed in their best. 
One of them was a piincess, who wore a white satin 
dress, and had a crown on her head. She sat on a 
throne in one of the windows, with all the other dolls 
around her. 

It was in this very window that Gretchen saw a 
baby doll that made her forget all the others. It 
was a real baby doll, not nearly so fine as some of 
the others, but it had a look on its face as if it wanted 
to be loved. Gretchen's warm heart went out to it; 
for little mothers are the same all over the world. 
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Such a dear baby doll! If Rupert ever came to this 
strange America, he would surely give it to her. 

She thought about it all the way home, and all 
day long. 

THE GOOD SAINT NICHOLAS 

Although Gretchen's father was now better, her 
mother told her sadly that there could be no Christ- 
mas tree for them this year. The little girl tried 
to be brave. She wrapped herself up in a shawl, 
and, taking her shoes in her hand, crept down the 
stairs. Through the door she went, and out upon 
the wooden porch. 

There had been a light fall of snow that day, and 
yet it was a mild Christmas. Gretchen set her shoes 
evenly together, and then sat down near them; for 
she had made up her mind to watch them until 
Rupert came by. 

All over the city the bells were ringing — calling 
"Merry Christmas" to each otiier and to the world. 
So sweetly did they sing to little Gretchen that they 
sang her to sleep that Christmas Eve. 

In another part of the great city, that night, a 
little American girl named Margaret f oimd her heart 
so filled with love and joy that she wanted to make 
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everybody happy. All day long she had he&a, doing 
loving deeds, and in the evening she started out with 
a basketful of toys to help Santa Glaus. 

Her father was with her, and they were so happy 
that they sang Christmas carols as they went along 
the street. They happened to pass in front of the 
wooden porch, just after Gretchen had fallen asleep 
by her empty shoes. 

The moon had seen those empty shoes, and was 
filling them with moonbeams. The stars had seen 
them, and were peeping into them with pity. When 
Margaret and her father saw them, they stopped in 
surprise. They had been in lands across the sea, 
so they knew that the little owner was waiting for 
the good Saint Nicholas to come, or Rupert, his 
helper. 

"What can we give her?'' whispered Margaret's 
father, as he looked into her basketful of toys. But 
Margaret knew; for she took from the basket a baby 
doll — one that looked as if it wanted to be loved, 
and laid it tenderly beside the wooden shoes. 

When Gretchen awoke, she did not see Margaret 
and her father, for they had gone. But, oh! what 
a wonderful thing she did see! There, beside the 
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wooden shoes, lay the dearest Christmas gift that 
ever came to a homedck little girl in a strange country. 
All the bells were ringing I Margaret and her 
fother, as they went on their way, answered them 
with a mary Christmas carol: 

"Carol, brothers, carol! 

Carol merrily! 
Carol the glad tidings, 

Carol cheerily!" 

— Mavd Lindsay — Adapted. 
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THE CHRISTMAS TREE 




THE CHRISTMAS TREE 

You come from a land where the snow lies de^ 

In forest glade, on mountain steep, 

Where the days are short and the nights are long, 

And never a skylark sings his song. 

Have you seen the deer in his moimtain home. 

And watched the fall of the brown pine cone? 

Do you miss your mates in the land of snow, 

Where none but the evergreen branches grow? 

Dear tree, we will dress you in robes so bright 

That ne'er could be seen a prettier sight; 

In glittering balls and tinkling bells, 

And the star which the story of Christmas tells. 



On every brandi we will place a light 

TTiat shall send its gleam through the starry night, 
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And the little children will gather there, 
And carol their songs in voices fair; 
And we hope you will nevw homesick be, 
You beautiful, beautiful Christmas tree. 

— Mary A. McHugh. 



WHERE DO THE OLD YEARS GO? 

Pray, where do the Old Years go, Mamma, 
When their work is over and done? 

Does somebody tuck them away to sleep. 
Quite out of the sight of the sun? 

Was there ever a year that made a mistake, 
And stayed when its time was o'er. 

Till it had to hurry its poor old feet, 
When the New Year knocked at the door? 

I wish you a Happy New Year, Mamma — 

I am sure new things are nice — 
And this one comes with a merry face, 

And plenty of snow and ice. 

But I only wish I had kept awake 

Till the Old Year made its bow, 
For what it said wh^i the clock struck twelve 

I shaM nev& find out now. 

— Margaret E. Sangster, 



AN EASTER SURPRISE 




AN EASTER SURPRISE 



THE LITTLE GARDENER 



It was a sunny morning in the early springtime. 
The birds had not yet come back from the South, 
and the teees had no leaves. But the sxm was warm 
and bright, and seemed to be trying to tell the world 
that winter was over. 

Little Paul walked slowly up and down in front 
of his house, enjoying the pleasant sunshine. By 
and by he called out, "Oh, Mother! I wish I had 
something to play witii!" So his mother brought 
him an old spoon from the kitchen, and a flower- 
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pot full of sand from the cellar. She left him play- 
ing happily in the front yard while she went on with 
her work indoors. 

Every year mother had a large bed of beautiful 
tulips that bloomed in the early spring. Of course, 
Paul did not know about the tulips, for he was only 
three years old; but he saw the big round place in 
the front yard, where there was no grass, and it looked 
nice and soft to dig in. 

So he emptied his pot of sand into his little wagon, 
and filled it up again with soft dirt from the tulip 
bed. Then he emptied it into his wagon. Over 
and over again he did this, until his wagon was quite 
fuU. 

"I shall have to take my load somewhere,'' he said 
to himself. "Where can I go with it?'' ^ 

The long street was very quiet, and as nobody 
was in sight, the little boy walked slowly down to 
the comer. Just around the comer was a very small 
house where lived an old man and his wife. 

The house had a wee front yard, and right in the 
middle of it was a round flower bed. Paul walked 
into the yard and, sitting down on the ground, began 
to dig with a sharp stick that he had found. 
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Underneath the dirt in Paul's wagon were some 
round brown things that had been in his mother's tulip 
bed. When Paul had made a little round hole in the 
flower bed, he put one of the queer brown things 
into it and covered it over. Then he made more 
round holes, and put into them all of the brown balls 
that were in his wagon. " I will put th^n in a straight 
row like soldiers/' he said. After emptying ihe dirt 
from his wagon, he smoothed it over with his big 
spoon and started back home. 

THE EASTER TULIPS 

Now it happened that the old man who lived in 
the little house was very, very ill. That afternoon 
the little old lady who lived there, too, sat looking 
out of tiie window. 

"We'll have no flowers in our garden this year," 
she said to herself. For she knew that the old man 
would not be able to plant the seeds, as he had done 
for years and years. She felt very sad. 

Following this sunny day, there were several rainy 
days, by and by a snowy one, and then many more 
that were warm and sunny. One happy day the old 
man was better, and the little old lady sat down for a 
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moment's rest. She happened to look out of the 
window at her flower bed, and what should she see 
but something growmg! 

" It must be weeds," she said, but she put her shawl 
over her head and ran out to see. How her eyes did 
shine when she found not weeds, but a row of tulips 
almost ready to bloom. "Oh, oh, oh!" she cried, 
"how did they ever get here? What a beautiful 
surprise tiiey will be for father I" 

On Easter Day an arm-chair was pushed over 
to the window, for the old man was able to at up 
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for an hour. The little old lady could hardly wait 
until everything was ready for her to pull back the 
curtain so that he could look out. 

At last all was ready. "Why, Mother!" cried 
the old man. "Where did you get them?'' For 
tulips were in full bloom, and oh, such beautiful onesi 
Red, yellow, pink, and white they were, swa3dng 
in the warm spring breeze. 

"I do not know where they came from,'' she said, 
looking at the flowers with eyes full of happiness. 
"They are our Easter surprise." 

"Somebody must love us, even if we are old and 
poor," said the old man. 

"I never was so happy in my life," said the little 
old lady softly. 

— Lcmse M. Oglevee — Adapted. 
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THE KIND OLD MAN S PLAN 

Once there was an old man, who lived in a queer 
little hut near a village. He did all kinds of jobs 
for the people who lived near him. His back was 
bent from hard work, but his heart was veiy kind. 

Now tills kind old man always wanted to make 
other people happy. One warm spring day he sat 
by the door of his queer little hut, eating an apple 
that he had bought for two pennies. As he sat there, 
he thought and thought and thought. 

"What can I do to make others happy?" he said 
to himself. "It takes a great deal of money to do 
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much good. But there surely must be some way 
for me to hdp others." 

All at once a smile came over his face, and he dap- 
ped his hands like a boy, "Now I know what I 
can do/' he said to himself. "It is so simple that 
I wonder I never thought of it before." When he 
had finished eating his apple, he put the core safely 
away and went to the village to find work. 

Everywhere he worked, he asked the people to 
give him a part of his pay in apples. Taking these 
home, he ate them for his supper, and put the cores 
into a big bag in his hut. This he did every day. 

The people in the village thought he was a very 
queer old man. "I think he is crazy,'' said a woman 
one day, as he passed by. 

Some boys who were playing near heard her. " He 
is not crazy," said the boys; "and he is just as kind 
as he can be. We like to play around his little hut, 
for he tells us funny stories and sings us funny songs. 
We call him Apple-seed John, because he saves all his 
apple-cores and puts them into a big bag. When 
we ask him what he wants them for, he just smiles 
and smiles, and says, 'When you have grown older, 
ask your children.' " 
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APPLE-SEED JOHN AT WORK 

At last, one summer day, when the bag was quite 
full of apple-cores, Apple-seed John shut the door 
of his tittie hut and walked away. In one hand he 
carried a long, pointed cane, and on his back a bag 
of apple-cores. His face was very, very happy. 
For miles and miles he walked, whistling as he went 
along. Every little while he would stop and make 
a hole in the ground with his cane. Th«i he would 
drop an apple-core into the hole and covct it over, 
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knowing that the sun and the rain would do the rest. 
He sang merrily as he walked along, and this is 
what he sang: 

''Old Apple-seed John has work to do, 
And he must go on to carry it through." 

All summer long he wandered far and wide, plant- 
ing his apple-cores in the fields and along the road- 
sides. Everyone he met liked him, because he was 
so kind and merry. 

Sometimes, when he stopped at a farmhouse to 
work for a few days, the farmer would say to him, 
''Stay and work for me always. I will give you a 
good bed and pay you well." But the old man would 
shake his head and say: 

"Old Apple-seed John has work to do, 
And he must go on to carry it through." 

In this way the kind old man spent the rest of 
his life. Years passed away, and the trees grew and 
grew until they were big and strong. Every autumn 
they were covered with wonderful apples. Travelers, 
passing through the fields and along the roadsides, 
rested in the shade of the trees, and ate the fine, 
juicy fruit. 
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"These are surely the finest apples that ever grew," 
they would say. "How nice it is to see applfe trees 
growing along the roadside. Who could have planted 
them here?" Then someone would tell them the 
happy story of old Apple-seed John. 

— Lydia Maria CkUd — Adapted 
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COLUMBUS AND HIS SON, DIEGO 

A PLACE OP REST BY THE ROADSIDE 

One day, more than four hxmdred years ago, a man 
and a boy were walking along a dusty road in Sp^. 
For a long time they had been traveling in tiie hot 
Sim, and now they were tired and thirsty. 

At last, as th^ came to a bend in the road, they 
saw a long, low building. "Diego," said the man, 
"we will ask the good friars at that convent for a 
cool drink of water. They will let us rest ihesre, and 
it may be that th^ can help me get ships for my 
great voyage. I can then prove that the world is 
round." 

"I shall be glad to rest. Father, for I am very tired," 
said the boy. "But why do you think the friars 
can help you? You have asked many people for help, 
but no one has been willing to give you money or 
ships!" 
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"It is true, Diego," said his father, "that the 
Kings and the rich men have been unwilling to aid 
me. But I shall never give up hope. These good 
friars are wise and kind. They sp^id thdr lives in 
this convent, reading and studying all that has been 
written down in books. 

"Surely they will be able to see that my plan will 
lead to great things. I have heard, too, that one 
of these friars, named Perez, is a friend of Isabella, 
the Queen of Spain. He might ask her to let me 
have ships for my voyage '' 

So Columbus, for that was the name of Diego's 
father, knocked at the convent door. The friar who 
opened the door saw at a glance that ihe thoughtful- 
looking man and his bright-faced boy were no com- 
mon b^gars. They were allowed to rest in tiie con- 
vent, and food and water were brought to them. 
Then the friars gathered around Columbus and asked 
him to tell them his story. 

In those dajrs, almost everyone except Columbus 
thou^t that the earth was flat. So when he tried 
to get ships for a long voyage to prove that the earth 
is round, men laughed at him, and were unwilling 
to give him aid. 



1 
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He told the eager friars who gathered around hinx 
how long he had tried to get help. Then, spreading" 
out a rough map upon the table, Columbus pointed to 
India, far away to the east. 

^'If I can only get ships to sail in,'' he said, "I will 
prove that the world is round. For I will sail west- 
ward over the ocean. When I have sailed a long 
time, I shall come to India on the other side of the 
world. After that, the rich spices and the beautiful 
silks of India will be brought to Europe in ships. 
We shall no longer need to reach India by the slow 
caravans that take so long to travel by land." 

All the friars looked at the map with interest. 
But Perez was even more eager than the others, 
for he had always been greatly interested in maps. 
^'Columbus, you are right!" he suddenly cried. "I 
believe in your plan. I believe that you will find 
riches and lands across the sea for Spain. This very 
day I will send a messenger to Queen Isabella, ask- 
ing her to give you ships for your voyage.'* 

And so it came about that the Queen of Spain 
gave Columbus the help for which he had waited 
so long. Early one August morning in the year 1492, 
he set sail with three ships from the coast of Spain. 
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DIEGO AS A PAGE AT THE PALACE 

Little Diego wanted to go on the great voyage, 
but his father told him that he was too young. So 
the little boy was taken to the palace of the King 
of Spain, where he was to be a page until his father 
returned. 

There were many unhappy hours in store for the 
lonely young boy, for abnost everyone in Spain beUeved 
that Columbus would come to his death on his strange 
voyage. People called him " The Mad Sailor," because 
he s^d that tiie world is round and that he could 
reach India by sailing west. 

Very often the other pages in the royal palace 
would draw around Diego and tease him. "Ho, 
Di^o!" cried one of these boys about seven months 
after Columbus had sailed away. "What news today 
from The Mad Sailor?" 
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" When it is time for news from my father," answered 
Di^O; drawing himself up proudly, '4t shaU be great 
news, I iMTomise you!" 

"Time!" cried one of the others. "It is nearly 
seven months since The Mad Sailor started out from 
Palos! Isn't seven months enough time? Long 
before this your father reached the edge of the world 
and sailed right over it. Down, down, down, he fell, 
he and his ships and his men!" 

^"The earth is round!" replied Diego. "There 
is no edge to sail over. It is only foolish people who 
think that the earth is flat. My father will sail on 
and on until he reaches land on the other side of the 
world!" 

"Ho-ho-ho!" laughed all the other boys. "The 
eartii round! Ho-ho-ho!" 

" Everyone knows that the earth is flat, and that it 
rests upon the back of a great turtle!" said one of 
the pages. "And there are terrible monsters in the 
Sea of Darkness. They will swallow your father's 
three ships at one mouthful." 

"It is not so," replied Diogo, with scorn. "All 
around the world the sea is just the same blue water 
tiiat we see on our own shores. Far to the west 
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^re wonderful islands. Farther still are the shores 
of India. My father will find them!" 

Suddenly a messenger ran into the hall wha^ tiie 
boys were talking. ^'Di^o, the son of ColmnbusI'' 
he called loudly. ''Where is he? The Queen sends 
for him! The great Columbus has found the land 
beyond the sea! A message has just come from 
him." 

The pages fell back in surprise and shame, as 
Di^o proudly followed the messenger to the Queen. 
In the whole world, there was no happier boy, for 
what his father had taught him was all true! The 
Mad Sailor had proved that the world is round! 

The troubles of Diego were now over. Columbus 
had made his great voyage and had returned in safety. 
The King and Queen of Spain gave him a royal 
welcome, and no honor was too great for The Mad 
Sailor, who had proved that the earth is round! 

Di^o wept for joy when his father clasped him 
in his arms and told him the story of his adventures. 
And how his eyes opened when he saw the strange 
dark people, dressed in skins of wild beasts, that 
Columbus had brought with him from the lands 
beyond the sea! 
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We know now that it was not India that Columbus 
had found, but our own America. This great land 
of ours, and the islands near it, lay right across his 
path to the shore of India. But after all, Columbus 
was right. For the earth is a globe, and by sailing 
westward, around the world, we can reach the lands 
in the far e^t. 

— Sarak A. Haste. 
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THE COMING OF THE- BRITISH 



"I wirii I could help General Washington, too, 
Mother! But here I must stay at home, while Father 
and brother Ben are fighting for our country." 

Jack and his mother were sitting on the piazza 
of their Virginia home, one hot June day in the year 
1781. There were hard times in Virginia that year, 
for British soldiers rode everywhere, seizing all the 
horses, and whatever they could find for food. 

"You were left here to take care of me, Jack," 
said his mother. "The British have been here once 
already, and have taken all our horses except Old 
Bay. Th^ will surely come again. Would you want 
me to meet tiiem alone?" 

"No, indeed, Mother!" answered Jack, earnestly. 
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'4 wouldn't leave you alone. But I wish I could 
fight for my country.'' 

''Try to be contented, Jack/' said his mother, 
gently, "Your brother Ben is in the army, and one 
boy is enough for me to spare just now. Wait imti! 
you are a little older." 

''But I am nearly fifteen, Mother," pleaded Jack. 
''Father says that George Washington was only a 
boy when he went to fight the French and the Indians. 
And now he is general of all our army! Some day 
he will make our country free. How can anyone help 
his country by staying at home on a sleepy old planta- 
tion Uke this?" 

Just then the clatter of horses' hoofs came to their 
ears from far down the road. Jack and his mother 
knew well enough what the sound meant. 

"The red-coats are coming!" cried the boy, jump- 
ing to his feet. "I'll get Old Bay out of the bam, 
Mother! The British shan't have our last horse 
if I can help it. I'll hide him back in the woods." 

It did not take the young boy many minutes to 
hide Old Bay in a safe place. Then he ran back to 
the house as fast as his legs could carry him. "Now 
the old horse is safe, Mother," he said proudly. 
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"I am afraid; Jack," replied his mother, "that 
the Bntish are after more than horses this time. 
Neighbor Green says their food is giving out. We'll 
not have much left to eat after this visit/' 

"Never mind, Mother!" said Jack. ''If the red- 
coats take everything, I will see that you do not starve. 
Fm glad that Fm here, after all." 

At that very moment, up the road with shouting 
and clatter of hoofs, came the British soldiers — 
four hundred of them. When they reached the plan- 
tation, they swarmed all over the place. They drove 
wagons into the yard and loaded than with com 
firom the bam and with food from the great cellar. 

Prom the end of the piazza. Jack and his mother 
watched them. They saw the bellowing cattle driven 
up^ and the squealing pigs taken from their pens. 
How the soldiers laughed and joked, as they chased 
squawking chickens about the yard! 

"Hurry up, men!" called their leader. "And 
keep a sharp lookout. Don't let the rebels come 
upon us by surprise! Now get what horses you can 
find, and let us be off." 

"It IS hard, Jack," said his mother, as they heard 
these commands, "to see all our food taken in this 
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way. I do not like to feed the British when our own 
soldiers are hungry." 

''I am glad that I got Old Bay out of sight, any- 
way," said Jack; as he watched the soldiers. 



jack's daring plan 



From his place on the piazza, Jack could see the 
bam, the long row of bee-hives near it, and the clump 
of bushes where Old Bay was hidden. Far beyond, 
stretched a long country road. 

Jack's sharp eyes saw all these things at a glance. 
But they saw something else, too! Horsemen! Far 
down the road, horsemen were coming. And they 
were not red-coats this time; American soldiers were 
coming! Oh! if they could only get to the plantation 
in time to catch the British! 

But the British lookouts had eyes as sharp as 
Jack's. Up went a shout, '*The rebels! The rebels 
are coming!" 

Suddenly a daring plan came into Jack's mind. 
* ' Run into the house, Mother, ' ' he whispered. ' ' Quick ! 
Quick!" Without stopping to explain his plan, he 
jumped from the piazza and ran toward tiie long 
row of bee-hives. 
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At that very moment, the horse-hunters rushed 
out of tiie bam, for they had heard the warning of 
the lookouts. Instantly, Jack picked up the nearest 
bee-hive and flung it into the midst of the hurrying 
soldiers. Then he ran Uke the wind to the place 
where Old Bay was hidden. 

What a scene there was! The angry bees flew at 
men and animals, aUke. Maddened by their stings, 
the horses plunged and kicked! The pigs and cattle 
and chickens joined in the uproar! Neighing, squawk- 
ing, bellowing, squealing, and shouting filled the airt 
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The British soldiers ran wildly about, falling over 
each other in their efforts to beat off the stinging 
bees. "Run for it, men! Run for it!" shouted 
their leader. Then, helter-skelter they ran down the 
road, with the angry bees flying about their heads. 

But they were too late. Their fight with the bees 
had delayed them, and the pain from the stings had 
confused them. In the meantime Jack had jumi)ed 
upon Old Bay's back and ridden away to tell the 
American soldiers where the British were. And at 
that very moment, flying along the road close behind 
them, came American troops — led by a boy on an 
old bay horse! 

So it was that the brave young American boy found 
a way to help his country, even though he could not 
join Washington's army. For the four hundred 
British soldiers were captured, and it was Jack with 
his angry bees who brought it about. 

— Lutie Andrews McCorkle — Adapted. 
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WHY JIMMIE MISSED THE PARADE 
ON WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY 

It was the twenty-second of February, and the 
line was already forming for the parade in honor of 
George Washington. Bobbie and Jack and Jinunie 
were three happy boy scouts, and this was their first 
parade. 

Last year they had stood on the curb and watched 
the other boy scouts march proudly past. But this 
year they were old enough to be scouts themselves, 
and good ones they were. They knew the scout 
laws and kept them, too. 
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They were standing in their places in the street, 
waiting anxiously for the parade to start. A com- 
pany of soldiers, who had been fighting in France 
during the World War, stood in front of them. They 
were real heroes to the boy scouts, who felt proud 
to march behind them and the faded flag which they 
carried. 

How happy and excited the boys were! The air 
was clear, the flags were flying, crowds of people 
were walking up and down the street, horses were 
prancing, and everything was gay. 

''Oh, look! There goes the governor in that big 
automobile all covered with flags!" said Bobbie. 
''He is going to make a speech about George Wash- 
ington after the parade is over, and my father is 
going to hear him. Fd like to be governor some 
day.'' 

"Fd rather be President,'' said Jack. "Wouldn't 
you, Jimmie?" 

But Jimmie did not answer. Jimmie was a very 
thoughtful little boy. He was thinking of the poem 
about Greorge Washington that he had learned in 
school the week before, and he was saying it quietly 
to himself. 
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''It's splendid to live so grandly 

That long after you are gone 

The things you did are remembwed 

And recounted under the sun. 

To live so bravely and purely 

That a nation stops on its way 

And once a year with banner and drum 

Keeps its thoughts of your natal day." 

"My!" thought Jimmie. ''It is splendid to have 
everyone in the whole country celebrating your 
l)irthday with banners and drums and flags and 
processions!" 

Just then a soldier blew a loud blast on a bugle, 
the band began to play, and the soldiers in front of 
the boy scouts began to move. "Forward, march!" 
said the Scout Master, and every boy except Jimmie 
obeyed. 

Instead of marching forward, Jimmie suddenly 
darted across the street where a policeman's horse, 
frightened by the band, was prancing and rearing on 
his hind legs. Jimmie's sharp eyes had seen a poor 
little dog struck by the hard hoofs of the frightened 
horse. There the little animal lay in the street with 
one leg broken, stunned, and unable to move. 
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Jiminie caught up the little dog just in time to save 
him from bdng a-ushed by an automobile. But 
what could he do with him? He held him tenderly 
in his arms, while he wondered and wondered. The 
boy scouts were already half a block away, and 
no one on the sidewalk offered to take the poor 
little dog. 

There was nothing for Jimmie to do but to carry 
the dog to his own home, which was ^ blocks 
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away. Of course he knew he would miss the parade, 
and oh, how bad he did feel about that! 

He ran all the way home, made the little dog a 
soft bed in a box, and then started after the parade. 
But he was too late. He had lost so much time 
that when at last he caught up with the boy scouts, 
they had reached the end of the line of march. Oh, 
how disappointed he was! 

That night there was a scout meeting and, of 
course, Jinunie went. He was a little late, for 
he had stopped to help his father set the little dog's 
broken log. When he entered the room the boys all 
shouted, ''Hurrah for Jimmie Preston. He's a good 
scout, all right!'' 

^'Indeed he is/' said the Scout Master. '^ 'A boy 
scout is kind.' And today Jimmie Preston was both 
kind and brave." 

"Just like George Washington when he was a boy," 
said Bobbie. 

"Hurrah for George Washington, the best scout 
of all," said the boys. 

— Edna V. Riddleberger. 
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A LITTLE LAD OF LONG AGO 

Little Abe hurried home one cold winter evening, 
as faat as his feet could cany him. Pertiaps if he 
had worn stockings and ^oes like yours, he could 
have run faster. But instead, he wore deerskin 
le^ings and clumsy mocca^ns of bearskin that his 
mother had made for him. 

Such a funny-looking boy he was, hurrying along 
across the rough fields! His suit was made d warm 
homespun cloth. His cap was made Ot coonskin, 
and the tail of the coon hung down bdiind. 

But if you could have looked into the hcmest, twmk- 
Ung blue eyes of this httle lad of long ago, you would 
have liked him at once. 

In one hand little Abe held something vwy precious. 
It was only a book, but the boy thought more of 
that book than he would have thought of gold or 
jewels. 
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You cannot know just what that book meant to 
little Abe, imless you are very fond of readmg. Think 
how it would be to see no books except two or three 
old ones that you had read over and over, until you 
knew them by heart! So, when a neighbor had said 
that little Abe might take a book home with him, 
and keep it imtil he had read it all through, do you 
wonder that his eyes shone like stars? 

Little Abe's home was not much like your home. 
It was not built of stone or brick, but of rough logs. 
When he lay in his small bed, close to the roof, he 
could look through the chinks between the logs and 
see the twinkling stars shining down upon hun. 

Sometimes the great yellow moon smiled at him 
as she sailed through the dark night sky. And some- 
times, too, saucy raindrops pattered . down upon the 
face of the sleeping boy. 

Every night, after little Abe had crept up the 
steps to the loft, he put his precious borrowed book 
in a small crack between the logs. In the morning, 
^hen the first gray light came in, he awoke and read 
xmtil his father called him. 

Little Abe worked hard all day long. He never 
liad a mcHnent in the daytime to peep betwe^ the 



176 A LITTLE LAD OF LONG AGO 

covers of his beloved book. So, night after night 
he read, until the book was nearly finished. 

One night he slipped the book away as usual, and 
fell asleep to dream of the wonderful story. He 
awoke very early, but no golden sunbeams peeped 
at him through the chinks. The loft was dark and 
cold. 

Little Abe reached out his hand for the book — 
and what do you think? He put it into a pile of 
something white and cold; for his bed was covered 
with a blanket of soft white snow! 

He sat up shivering, and reached again for the book. 
When he pulled it out and saw how it looked, the poor 
little fellow almost cried. For that precious book 
was wet from cover to cover, and its crisp leaves 
were soaked with snow. 

Poor little Abe! There was a big lump in his throat 
as he looked at the spoiled book; for what would 
its owner say? As soon as he was dressed, the young 
boy hastened to the kind neighbor. Looking straight 
into the man's face, he told his sad story. 

"Well, my boy," said the man, "so my book is 
spoiled. Will you work to pay for it?'' 

"I will do anything for you," said the boy eagerly. 
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"Well, then, I will ask you to pxill fodder-corn 
for three days," said the man. 

Little Abe looked up into his kind neighbor's face. 
"Then, sir," he asked, anxiously, "will the book be 
mine?" 

"Why, yes, of course," said the man, good-naturedly. 
"You will have earned it." 

So little Abe worked for three days. He was cold, 
and his back often ached as he pulled the com. But 
he was too happy to care about such things as these; 
for was not that precious book to be his very own? 

What do you suppose the book was, for which 
little Abe worked so long and so faithfully? Was it 
a book of wonderful fairy tales? No; it was the story 
of George Washington's life. 

Long afterwards, when little Abe had become the 
President of the United States, he used to tell the 
story of his first book. "That book — the life of 
George Washington — helped me to become Presi- 
dent," said Abraham Lincoln. 

3— R — Alice E. Alien. 
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MY LIFE ON THE FARM 

My name is Jacques, and I am just a plain shepherd 
dog. But I have done my bit for my coxmtry, and 
^ce many folks think dogs are not good for much, 
I'd like to tell you of the things that some of us did 
in the World War. 

I lived with my kind master and his family in a 
little cottage in France about a mile from a big town. 
Besides my master and mistress, there were Francis, 
who was twelve years old, Nannette, who was eight, 
and little Jeanne, who was not quite two. 

I was just an awkward puppy five montiis old, 
and I was always getting under somebody's feet and 
barking at the wrong time. I wouldn't like to tell 
you how many times I waked baby Jeanne from 
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her nap. But I was learning a little every day^ and 
master said I was very clever for my age. 

We had only a little piece of land, with a horse, 
a cow, some rabbits, a few chickens, and a small 
garden. Still, we were a very happy family. 

Then, suddenly, the World War came, and one 
sunny September day my good master went away 
to become a soldier, to fight for his little home and 
his country. 

We all walked with him to the turn of the road, 
where he kissed my mistress and the children good- 
bye. Patting me on the head, he said, "Good 
Jacques, take care of my family imtil I come back." 
I knew right then that my puppy dajrs were over, 
and that there was work for me to do. 

We went back to the Uttle farm, and all through 
"the sunny days of autunm we worked very hard. 
IiYancois took old Hugo, the horse, and went off each 
day to gather wood for the winter. My mistress 
dug the v^etables from the little garden and stored 
them away in the cellar. Nannette took care of 
"baby Jeanne. As for me, I tended Cosette, the cow, 
to keep her from strajdng too far from home while 
feeding on the grass along the roadside. 



180 JACQUES, A RED CROSS DOG 

Sometimes our rabbits would get away, too, and 
I would have to help hunt for them, or we would 
have no rabbit stew in the cold winter months. 

Every evening after work, Francois and I would 
walk to the big town a mile away, to hear the latest 
news of the war, and to see if there was a letter from 
my good master. If there was one, Francois would 
let me carry it home in my mouth, and it alwaj^ 
made my mistress so happy that I longed for a letter 
every day. 

As the winter went by, I felt myself growing 
stronger and stronger. Every day I learned some- 
thing new. Francois always talked to me a great 
deal when we were working together, and so helped 
me to learn quickly the things that a dog ought to 
know. 

MY TRAINING AT THE DOG WAR-SCHOOL 

Toward the end of winter it happened that my 
mistress had not had a letter for several weeks, so 
she was quite sad. Then, one day, while the family 
was at dinner, an airplane flew over our heads. 

Looking up into the sky, I saw a white paper flut- 
tering slowly downward. I watched to see where 
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it fell, and dashed after it with a bark of joy, for I 
thought that it was a letter from my master. Look- 
.ing off in the distance, I saw other papers fluttering 
down from the airplane, which I thought were more 
letters from other soldiers. 

With the paper in my mouth, I rushed into the 
house to my mistress, and proudly laid it at her feet, 
waging my tail very hard in great joy. She took 
the paper in her hand, and this is what she read: 
"Dogs are needed for the army. If you have a good 
dog, send hun to a dog war-school, where he will 
be trained to serve his country." 
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My mistress looked at Francois, and Francois 
looked at her. Then, throwing his arms around my 
neck and bm^ting into tears, Francois said, "Good 
old Jacques, that means you." And it did. 

The next day I sorrowfully followed Francois to 
town, where I was enrolled as a dog of war to work 
for France. The following day I was sent to a dog 

« 

camp, where I foimd many dogs of different kinds 
being trained for work. 

There were quick little terriers, who were being 
trained as rat himters for the trenches. There were 
strong Airedales, who were being taught to stand 
guard, like real sentinels. There were swift-footed 
collies, who were learning how to carry messages. 
And the shepherd dogs, like myself, were being taught 
to do Red Cross work — to hunt for the wounded 
and djring on the battlefield, and to carry them food 
and drink and medicines in the little saddles which 
were strapped on our backs. 

At first, the constant boom of guns around our 
camp made us very nervous, but we soon learned 
not to mind the noise. Of course, we didn't like 
the gas masks at all, as no dog likes to have his 
mouth covered. 
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But about the hardest thing we had to learn was 
to keep from barkmg. You see, a barking dog is 
dangerous in war, for he might make known the posi- 
tion of his own soldiers by even a very Uttle bark. 
Barking is the joy of life for a dog, and to learn how 
to work silently was very, very hard. 

The dogs that couldn't learn to do this were sent 
back to their homes. I could have gone back to 
our little cottage if I had barked as I worked, but 
I knew Frangois would be ashamed of me. And, 
more than that, I should be ashamed of myself. 

When our work became so easy that it was just 
like play, our training was over, and we were sent 
to the front to take our part in the great war. 

HOW I SAVED MY MASTER 

One cold, rainy evening, I was put into an ambu- 
lance with six other dogs and hurried to a part of 
the front where there had been a great battle. Our 
l)ig ambulance went at great speed over the deep 
ruts in the road. Several times, I thought we should 
surely overturn. 

We dogs were hurled from side to side and thrown 
against each other. One great plunge of the ambu- 
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lance threw three other dogs against me at once, and 
I felt a sharp pain in my 1^. But just then we 
reached the battlefield, and I had no time to stop, not 
eren to give one little lick. For the great game had 
begun for us, and we were eager to be in it. 

Dashing over the field, where a few bullets were 
still flymg, we went searching for wounded soIdiCTs. 
I was the first to. reach a big ditch. I heard a faint 
ciy and, looking down, I saw a man lying on his 
back with a pile of ^rtii over his l^s. Sliding down, 
I soon reached his side, and what was my surprise 
to look into the face of my own good masterl 
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I dared not bark, so I licked his face and his 
hands, and beat the air with my tail. Soon he opened 
his eyes and saw me. And, oh, joy! he knew me 
at once; for a good master always knows his own 
dog, just as a good dog always knows his own master. 

''Good old Jacques," he said, "how did you ever 
get here?" And I thought my heart would burst 
with happiness. 

I stood close by his side, so that he could help him- 
self from my saddle pockets. ''Come on the other 
side, old chap," he said. ''This arm feels queer." 
So I went around to the other side, while he drank 
something from a little bottle that he found in 
one of my pockets. 

Then, finding paper and a pencil, he wrote some- 
thing on it. "A letter to my mistress," thought I. 
"I'll quickly take it to her." There was water in the 
ditch, and I was very thirsty from the pain in my 
I^, but I dared not stop to drink. 

Taking the little letter in my mouth, I climbed 
out of the ditch, hurried across the field, which was 
quiet now, and ahnost dark, and found my way back 
to the ambulance. I dropped my letter at the feet 
of one of the stretcher-bear»s, and in a short time 
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I led the men back over the field to my dear master's 
side. 

To make a long story short, we both went to the 
hospital, my master with a badly wounded arm, 
and I with a broken leg. It's fmmy how a dog's 
leg can be broken and he not know it. 

In a few weeks, however, my leg was well and 
strong again, and I went back to the front, where 
I helped save many other poor woimded soldiers. 
But my master was sent home. 

The war is over now, and we are back at the little 
farm, and are just as happy as we can be. To be 
sure, I am a little stiff and lame from cold and 
dampness, and my master has only one arm. But 
Francois is quite big enough now to take care of the 
little farm, and I can still tend Cosette. 

Francois is proud of me because I was decorated 
several times. But I am proud only^because I was 
able to save my master's life. That is worth more 
to me than many decorations. 

— Edna V. RidcUeberger. 
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JOSEPH, THE RULER 

JOSEPH AND HIS BROTHERS 

little Joseph lived many years ago in the land of 
Canaan. All around his home were grass-covered 
hills , which made good pasture land for the she^. 
Joseph's father was a rich man, who had large herds 
of cattle and flocks of sheep. His sons led these 
flocks to pasture every day and watched ovct than. 

As Joseph grew older, his father sometimes allowed 
him to go out into the pastures with his ten big 
brothers. At first the brothers were very happy 
together, but after a time, some of the older boys 
began to think that their father loved Joseph more 
than he loved them. 

One day Joseph went out into the fields, dressed 
in a beautiful new coat of many colors. His brothers 
looked at him in surprise, f<»* none of them had such 
a coat as this. They wore sheepskin coats, and their 
anns were bare. 
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"See the new coat that father gave me!" said 
Joseph. "Is it not beautiful?" 

"Yes, indeed!" said his brother Reuben, pleased 
because the young boy was happy. . But the others 
were angry with their father for giving Joseph such 
a beautiful coat. 

"Why should father give you such a coat as that?" 
asked one. 

"We are older than you, and he has never given 
us coats of many colors," said another. 

"Go home!" said a third brother. "We do not 
want you near us!" 
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''No, he will not go home!" said Reuben, putting 
his arm around Joseph. "He shall stay with me/' 

The other brothers were afraid to say more to 
Reuben, for he was the oldest of them all. So they 
walked away, looking back angrily at Joseph. 

One night, soon after this, Joseph had a strange 
dream, and the next day he said to his brothers, "I 
dreamed last night that we were all in the fields, 
binding the sheaves of grain. Suddenly my sheaf 
stood up, and all your sheaves stood aroimd it and 
bowed down to it. Was not that a strange dream?" 

"I think it was a very strange dream!" said one 
brother, angrily. " I suppose you think that we shall 
bow down to you some day!" 

"I never thought of your bowing down to me," 
said Joseph. "Do not be angry!" 

But his brbthers were angry, and they went out 
to the pastures, leaving him alone. 

JOSEPH IS SOLD AS A SLAVE 

One day the ten older brothers saw Joseph coming 
across the fields to them. 

"Here comes Joseph, the dreamer," said. one. 

"He thinks he is better than we, because he wears 
fine clothes," said another. "I hate him!" 
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Then they planned how they might get rid of their 
younger brother. They knew that they could not 
harm Joseph while Reuben was with them, so they 
waited until he had gone away. Then they sold 
Joseph as a slave to some merchants who were pass- 
ing by on their way to Egypt. 

Upon their return home, they told their father that 
Joseph had been carried off by a wild beast. 

When the merchants reached Egypt, they sold 
Joseph to one of the King's officers. This man soon 
found out that Joseph was faithful, and that he knew 
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how to take care of sheep and cattle. Little by little 
he gave Joseph charge over all his flocks and his 
servants. 

So faithful was the young slave that after a few 
years people b^gan to hear of him — the wise, kind, 
honest Joseph, who was so different from all the people 
about him. 

Now it happened that one night the King of Egjrpt 
had a strange dream. The next day he asked all 
his wise men what the dream meant. When no one 
could tell him, the King was very much troubled. 

At last one of his servants said, "0 King, I believe 
that Joseph, the wise slave, can tell you the meaning 
of your dream." 

"Bring Joseph* to me," said the King. 

So Joseph was brought to the palace, and the great 
King of Egjrpt told him his dream. 

"0 King," said Joseph, ''the meaning of your 
dream is this. For seven years, plentiful harvests 
will be gathered. Then will come seven years in 
which nothing will grow. God has told you this in 
a dream so that you may get ready for the seven years 
of famine. Then your people will not starve." 

"But what can I do, JosepYiV ^^^ >5cl^ '^Kss^5|^. 
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"Choose a man who is wise and honest, King." 
said Joseph. "Give him chaise over all the land, 
and let him store up grain during the seven years of 
plenty. Then there will be storehouses full of com 
in the years when no com will grow." 

JOSEPH BECOMES A RtTLEK 

"Joseph, you have shown that you are wiser than 
all my wise men," said the King. "You shall be ruler, 
for me, over all the land of Egypt. Tell the people 
what they must do to prepare for the seven years of 
famine. Yom- orders shall be obeyed, and all Egypt 
will love you and bless you." 
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The King then placed his own ring on Joseph's 
finger and threw a beautiful gold chain around his 
neck* He gave him clothes of fine Unen and a chariot^ 
just like his own. Whenever Joseph, went out, serv- 
ants ran before him, calling out to all the people, 
"Bow down before the great ruler of Egjrpt!'' 

When the seven years of plenty had passed, there 
came a time during which no crops would grow. 
ThCTe was no food in any land except Egypt, but 
in that country the storehouses were full of grain. 
People came from other countries to Egypt to 
buy com, and among them were Joseph's ten older 
brothers. Their father had heard that com could be 
bought in Egjrpt, and so he sent them there to buy. 

But he kept Benjamin, his youngest son, at home. 
'^Joseph is dead,' he said, ''and I still mourn for 
him. Now if any harm should come to Benjamin, 
it would kill me." 

His sons tried to comfort him, for they knew they 
had brought a great sorrow upon their father when 
they sold Joseph as a slave. They had never been 
able to forget their wicked deed, and they often 
thought how good they would be to their brother if 
be could come back to them. 
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Very sadly Joseph's brothers set out for Egypt, 
wondering if they should ever feel happy again. On 
their way to the great storehouses they heard a cry, 
"Bow down! Bow down! Here comes the great ruler 
of Egypt!'' 

They saw that all the people bowed with their 
faces to the ground, when they heard these words. 
The brothers, also, bowed down, just as a diariot 
drove swiftly past. 

Then they stood up and followed the crowd of 
people who were going to buy com. When their 
turn came to speak to the ruler, the brothers again 
bowed down to the groimd. 

They did not know that this great lord was the 
gentle little brother to whom they had said they 
would never bow down. But Joseph knew his brothers 
as soon as he saw them. He did not tell them who 
he was, for he said to himself, ''I will find out first 
whether they still hate me." 

When he had asked his brothers about their home 
and their family, he sold them some com to take to 
their father. But he told them that he would not 
sell them any more, unless they brought their young- 
est Iwother to Egypt. 
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The brothers returned to their home with the com, 
but it was not long before they needed more food. 
Then they told their father that they could buy no 
com unless Benjamm went with them. 

At first the poor old man would not allow Benjamin 
to go to Egypt, but at last when their food was nearly 
used up^ he said that the yoimg boy might go. ''Be 
sure to bring him back safe," he said, "or I shall die. 
I am an old man, and Benjamm is my youngest and 
dearest son." 

JOSEPH FORGIVES HIS BROTHERS 

So once more the brothers set out for Blgypt, and 
^gain stood before Joseph. 

"Is your father well?'' asked Joseph. 

"Our father is in good health," thqr answered, 
T)owing down to the ground. 

"Is this your youngest brother?" asked Joseph. 

"This is Benjamin," they answered, bowing. 

"God. bless you, my boy," said Joseph, putting 
his hand on his young brother's head. He could 
hardly keep himself from throwing his arms around 
Benjamin. But first he wanted to find out how his 
brothers felt toward him. 
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So Jc^eph sold them a& much com as they could 
carry. But the next morning, when they were ready 
to start home, he told them that he would keep their 
youngest brother as a slave. 

Then one of the brotiiers fell on his knees before 
Joseph and said, "Oh, my brave Prince, keep me as 
a slave instead of Benjamin. We have been very 
wicked, and have caused our father great sorrow. 
Many years ago we hated our young brother, Joseph, 
so much that we sold him as a slave. Our father 
has mourned for him ever since, and from that day on, 
we have never been happy. Now, if harm should 
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come to Beojamm^ our father would die! We can- 
not go home without the boy." 

As he iqx)ke; the poor man b^gan to weep, and all 
the other brothers wept with him. 

"Oh, my dear brothers!" cried Joseph, while the 
tears ran down his cheeks, too. "I am Joseph. Now 
I know timt you love Benjamin, and I believe that 
you will love me." 

"Are you Joseph?" asked one of the brothers. 
"Gan you forgive us for our wickedness?" 

"I forgave you long ago," said Joseph. "Do not 
weep any more, for God has blessed me in this land. 
If my fatiier were only here, I should be perfectly 
happy!" 

Before very long, Joseph had his wish, for his father 
came to Egypt and lived there, with his twelve sons 
around him. Then, Joseph was not only the greatest 
Hian in all Egypt, but also the happiest. 

— Clara E. Lynch, 
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DAVID, THE SINGER 
David's life as a shepherd 

"Mother, I wish I were old enough to go to war 
with my brothers! I do not want to take cm^ of 
the sheep every day!" said a httle boy in Bethlehem, 
many years ago. 

"Is that what you have been thinking about, 
David?" asked his mother. "I wondered why you 
had stopped singing." 

"Yes. Our King is so good and so brave that 1 
want to do something for him, to show him my love." 

"I hope you will have a chance some time, David, 
but you must wait until you are older. Now get 
yom- harp, and sing for me the beautiful song I heard 
you singing as you came home this evening." 



DAVID, THE SINGER 199 

"Did you like it, Mother? I made that little song 
out in the fields today. I was trying to thank God 
Tor taking care of me and my sheep.'' 

Months passed, and David said no more about 
iDdng a soldier, but went on faithfully with his work 
as a shepherd. Sometimes he went so far to find 
Sreen pastures that he could not get home before 
dark. Then he would spend the night in the fields 
with his flock. 

There was no sleep for David on these nights, for 
often he could hear the lions roaring. Hour after 
hour he would sit, watching to see that no harm 
came to his sheep. 

One evening as David sat guarding his sheep, he 
heard a noise in the bushes not far away. Springing 
to his feet, he grasped his staff firmly and stood ready 
to fight for his flock. Suddenly, a great lion sprang 
out of the bushes and seized a lamb. Instantly, 
David rushed forward and struck the beast a heavy 
blow with his staff. 

Roaring angrily, the lion dropped the lamb and 
leaped upon David. But the brave boy seized the 
lion's jaw with one strong hand, while with the other 
he struck such a blow that the great beast fell dead. 
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That night David played upon his harp and sang 
these words, "I will give thanks unto Thee, Lord, 
and sing praises unto Thy name!" 

Some months passed, and then one day David 
saw a number of men riding swiftly toward him. 
He knew at once that this was a band of robbers, 
who would try to kill him and carry off his sheep. 

''I am only one, and they are many," he said to 
himself. "But I will not be afraid, for I know that 
God will help me." 

So the brave young shepherd seized his sling and 
placed himself in front of his sheep. Then as the 
robbers came near, he shot one stone after another 
at them. With each shot, a rider fell from his horse. 

Most of the robbers, thinking that there were a 
great number of men fighting against them, turned 
and fled. But some of them saw that David was 
alone. With a shout, they jumped from their horses 
and rushed toward the boy. 

Then David raised his staff and struck such great 
blows that the robbers cried to one another, "The 
boy has the strength of a giant!" In great haste 
they ran to the spot where they had left their horses, 
and rode away. 
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DAVID HELPS KING SAUL 

One evening not long after this, David's father told 
'^Vm that a strange illness had come upon King Saul, 
*lxeir rulCT. At times he was so wild and fierce that 
^p one dared to go near him. 

All the next day, as David watched his sheep, he 
thought of his dear King. ''If I were only near him, 
perhaps I could help him/' thought the boy. ''I 
would not be afraid." 

While. David was thinking about the King, some of 
the soldiers were talking together about his illness. 
''What can we do?" asked one of them. "King 
Saul will neither eat nor sleep." 

"Perhaps music would quiet him," said the cap- 
tain. "But who would dare sing or play before him? 
The King may throw his great spear at anyone who 
goes near him " 

"Young David would not be afraid," said one of 
the soldiers. "He is not afraid of anything, and he 
has the sweetest voice you ever heard." 

"Bring the boy to me," said the captain. 

The next day a soldier took David to the captain. 
The great soldier looked at the brave young boy and 
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smiled. " David," he said, " it may be that I am doing 
wrong to send you before King Saul. He is so fierce 
in his illness that he may kill you." 

"I am not afraid," answered David. "I shall be 
glad to try to help our poor King." 

The King was sitting with bowed head when David 
entered the room and said gently, "I am David, 
dear King Saul. I have come to sing and to play 
for you." 

The King did not lift his head or speak. He did 
not seem to know that anyone was near. 

Then David drew his fingers gently over his harp, 
and sang in a low, sweet voice. Little by little, the 
frown left the King's face, and he lifted his head and 
looked at David. 
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Then David sang on and on. He sang of green 
pastures, and of the little brooks that ran through 
the fields. "0 my King, do not be troubled! God 
will watch over you, as I watch over my sheep." 

David ended his song, and for a while the room 
was very still. At last the King said, in a gentle voice, 
''Come here, my boy." When David went forward, 
Saul laid his hands upon the boy^s shoulders. "You 
have hdped me more than you know," said the King. 
"Will you stay with me always?" 

"I must go back to my father and mother," an- 
swered David, "but I will come to you, dear King, 
whenever you wish." 

That night, when David reached home, he cried 
joyfully to his father and mother, "At last I have 
been able to help my King! " 

DAVID AND THE GIANT 

Months passed, and David was still a quiet, faith- 
ful shepherd boy, spending his days in the fields 
with his sheep. One day his father said to him, 
"David, my son, take this com and bread and 
cheese to your brothers and their captain." Very 
gladly the yoimg boy started on his journey. 
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Now the army of King Saul was on a hill; the army 
of the enemy was on another hill, and there was a 
valley between them. As David came near, he heard 
a great shouting. Quickly he ran forward until he 
found his three older brothers, for he thought that 
the battle was beginning. But when he came to 
them, he was surprised to find that the battle had 
not begun. "What is the matter?" he asked. ''Why 
does not the battle begin?" 

''Look down there!" said one of the brothers. 

David looked down and saw a strange sight. Be- 
tween the two armies a great giant walked back and 
forth in the valley. His breast was covered with 
brass armor, and before him walked a man carrying 
his great shield. 

As the young boy looked down, he heard the giant 
calling to Saul's army. "Choose a man to come 
down here and fight me!" he shouted. "You are all 
cowards and dare not fight me!" 

"How dare he talk like that to the army of Israel?" 
cried David. "Surely there are brave men here who 
will fight him!'^ 

"That is easy to say!'' said a soldier who was 
standing near. "But who dares fight such a giant?" 
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"I do not fear him!'' answered the brave young 
boy. "I wiU fight him!'' 

ScHne of 1Aie soldiers laughed at this, but one of 
them ran to King Saul, crying, ''0 King, at last we 
have found someone who is not afraid of the giant!" 

"Bring him to me," said the King. 

"0 King," said David, when he stood before Saul, 
''I will fight this wicked giant." 

"You cannot fight him," said Saul. "You are 
only a boy, and this great giant has fought many 
battles." 

"I have fought a lion," answwed David, "and 
Grod saved me from him. God will save me now from 
this enemy." 

Then King Saul put his own armor upon David, 
and a helmet upon his head. "Go, then, my boy, 
and may God bless you!" he said, as he gave him his 
sword, also. 

But when David tried to walk, he found that the 
armor was too heavy and that the sword was too 
long, for Saul was a very tall man. So David put 
off the armor. "I am a shepherd boy," he said. "I 
have my staff and my sling, and they are enough 
for me." 
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Then David picked up five smooth stones out of 
the brook, and put them into his wallet. With his 
sling in his hand, he went down to meet the great 
giant. 

"Who is this boy who comes to fight me with a 
stick? '^ roared the giant, when he saw the brave boy 
coming toward him. "I shall soon make an end of 
him!'' 

''You have sword and spear and shield/' answered 
David. "But God will help me to win this battle 
and to save the people of Israel." 

As he said these words, he ran forward and shot 
one of the stones from his sling. So sure was the 
young boy's aim, and so strong was his arm, that the 
stone struck the giant upon the forehead, and he fell 
dead. 

Then a great shout went up from the army of 
Israel, and they rushed down into the valley and up 
the other hill. But faster still the enemy ran before 
them, for they dared not stand and fight when their 
greatest soldier was dead. 

Never before had such a victory been won. " David 
is the greatest soldier in all the world!" cried the 
people, joyfully. 
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In later years, David became King of Israel. 
Although he was a great warrior, he is ranembered, 
today, not for the battles he won, but for the songs 
he wrote. 

For hundreds of years, men and women all over 
the world have read tliese songs and sung them. 
In times of sorrow, they bring cheer; in tunes of 
gladness, th^ help people to express th&r joy. So 
through all the years, people have found delight in 
these songs, which we call the "Psalms of David." 

— Clara E. Lynch. 
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THE BOY AND THE SHEEP 

"Lazy sheep, pray tell me why 
In the pleasant field you lie, 
Eating grass and daisies white, 
From the morning till the night. 
Everything can something do, 
But what kind of use are you?" 

''Nay, my little master, nay; 
Do not serve me so, I pray! 
Don't you see the wool that grows 
On my back, to make you clothes? 
Cold, oh, very cold you'd be, 
If you had no wool from me. 

'True, it seems a pleasant thing, 
To nip the daisies in the spring; 
But many chilly nights I pass 
On the cold and dewy grass, 
Or pick a scanty dinner where 
All the ground is brown and bare. 

"Then the farmer comes at last. 
When the merry spring is past, 
And cuts my woolly fleece away, 
For your coat in wintry day. 
Little master, this is why 
In the pleasant field I lie.'' 

— Jane Taylor 
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THE BOY AND THE PLOWMAN 

*'0h, Father," cried a little boy, one day long ago, 
rviiining up to the door of a cottage. "A splendid 
Mack horse just galloped by, and the man who rode 
liim was shining so brightly that I could hardly look 
*t him!" 

" You saw one of the knights riding to the palace, 
George," said his father. "It was his armor that 
^^one so brightly." 

"What do knights do, Father?" asked the little 

"Good knights help people who are in trouble," 
^he father answered, smiling at the eager child. 
*Th^ ride all over the country, fighting wicked 
Sftnts and punishing robbers.*' 



210 SAINT GEORGE AND THE DRAGON 

"Oh, Father, do get a horse and be a knight! Yovt 
are always helping poor people." 

"I am only a poor plowman, Gewge. I can never 
be a knight," said the father, quietly. 

"Never mind, Father," said George. "When I am 
a man, I will be a knight, and you may ride my horse." 

"My poor little boy, how can you ever be a knight, 
when your father is only a plowman?" 

"I don't want to be a knight. Father, if the thought 
of it makes you sad. I want to stay with you always." 

George and his father were very poor, but they were 
always happy together. Every evening the plowman 
would tell the little boy wonderful stories of fairies 
and giants. Once he told him of a baby who had 
been stolen from home and left in a field, where he 
was found by a poor plowman. 

"The plowman lived alone," said his father, "and 
this was such a dear Httle baby that he soon learned 
to love him. He named the baby George, and when 
he went out to the fields he carried (Jeorge with him. 
Before long the baby was a little boy, running after 
the plow, and calling the plowman 'father.'" 

"Why, Father," cried George, before his father 
could finish the story, "that is just like you and me!" 
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"Yes, George, because you were the dear little 
baby, and I am the plowman who foimd you. But 
I hope that some day you will find your own parents, 
for I know that they must be great people." 

**I don't want to find them/' said the little boy. 
"I want to stay with you, always!" 

GEORGE BECOMES A KNIGHT 

"Father," said George, one day, several years 
later, "I am tall and strong now. I want to go out 
and help someone who is in trouble. I know I can 
do good, even though I am not a knight." 

"You are right, George, and I shall not keep you 
back. There is much evil in the world, and strong, 
brave men are needed to fight for those who cannot 
fight for themselves." 

"Do you think the Queen would send me to help 
someone, just as she sends her knights?" 

"Go to the palace and ask her, my boy. This 
is the week of the great feast, and she will not refuse 
anything good that is asked at this time." 

Early the next morning, George set out for the 
palace. When he entered the great hall, he walked 
straight up to the throne on which the Queen sat, 
and knelt before her. 



SAINT GEORGE AND THE DRAGON 




"I wish to do a brave deed, gentle lady," he said. 
"I pray you give me the first chance that comes." 

"You look very yoimg," said the Queen, "but I 
cannot refuse anything good that is asked during 
this feast. Wait here; your chance may come soon." 

George had not been waiting long, when a beau- 
tiful princess named Una entered the hall. "0 
gentie Queen,'' she cried, "send one of your bravest 
knights with me to fight a dragon that has shut up 
my father and mother in a castle." 

"I will kill this wicked dragon for you!" cried 
George, coming forward. 

"I do not like to send you to fight a dragon," said 
the good Queen. "You are very yoimg, and you 
have neither horse nor armor." 
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"I have brought armor, a sword, a spear, and 
a war horse,'' said the princess. Then a servant 
brought in the armor, and it fitted George as if it 
had been made for him. 

"Now I shall make you one of my knights," 
said the Queen. "Be brave and true. Be watchful. 
Remember that a good knight must think of others 
before himself. When you have done your work, 
come back to me, so that I may thank you.'' 

George felt so happy that he thought he could 
fight any number of dragons. Thanking the good 
Queen, he set out on his journey, with Una and her 
servant to guide him. 

When they had traveled for some hours, they 
oame to a dark forest. Here they lost their way, 
^nd every step they took led them deeper into the 
'Vvoods. At last they came to a great cave. "Now 
X know where we are!" cried Una. "This must be 
'the terrible Wandering Woods, in which so many 
travelers have died. See! There is the den of the 
Ibeast that killed them!" 

"Then he will kill no more!" cried George, draw- 
ing his sword. But Una begged him not to enter 
the cave, saying, "You will surely be killed!" 
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"I am a knight," answered Greoi^e, walking boldly 
into the dem. "I must not think of myself." As 
the great beast sprang forward, George, with on& 
blow of the sword, struck him dead. After this^ 
the young knight soon foimd the road which led 
out of the forest. 

George and Una traveled on and on, and had many 
adventures. Once when George laid a^de his armor 
to drink from a spring, a giant seized him and carried 
him off to a dark prison in his castle. 

For three months the young knight lay in this 
prison, with very little food, but at last he was rescued 
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t^ another knight who was led to the giant's castle 
by Una. He was so weak from hunger that he had 
to rest and regain his strength before he could fight 
the dragon. So Una took George to the home of 
some fiiiBnds who lived near by. 

When the young knight was able to walk, he went 
one day to see a wise old man, who surprised him 
greatiy by saying, "Noble youth, you are the son 
of a Eang. You were stolen from your parents when 
you were a baby! Do not be discouraged because 
the giant overcame you, for you will soon be strong 
enough to finish the work which was given you to do. 
Soon you will fight a great battle and win a great 
victory. In the years to come, people will love and 
honor you for your brave deeds. They will call you, 
not Prince George, although your father was a King, 
but — Saint George." 

GEORGE KILLS THE DRAGON 

The words that the wise old man spoke gave 
aew strength to George, and soon he was able to 
atart out again with Una to find the dragon. When 
they had gone some distance, they saw before them 
a great castle upon a hill. 
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"Look, Sir George!" said Una. "That is the castle 
in which my father and mother are shut up. The 
dragon must be somewhere near." 

As she spoke, they heard a great roar, and the 
dragon rushed down the hill toward them. Gieorge 
raised his shield and waited, sword in hand. Then 
there was a terrible battle which lasted three da^, 
but the young knight fought so bravely that at last 
he killed the huge beast. 

George then brought Una's father and mother 
from the castle, telling them they need no longer 
be afraid. When they looked at the dead dragon 
and then at the young knight who had killed him. 
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they wondered at his strength. ^'Thanks be to God 
who made you so brave and who sent you tx) save us!'' 
they cried. 

People came from all over the country to look at 
the body of the dragon, and everyone went away 
praising the brave knight. 

George won many battles after his fight with the 
dragon, and became known all over the world for 
his goodness and his great deeds. Boys who heard 
the story of his bravery and his unselfishness tried 
to be like him, and for hundreds of years men went 
into battle shouting his name. 

« 

People forgot that he was a prince — they forgot 
where he was bom — but they could never forget 
his goodness. And the name by which they remem- 
bered him is — ''Saint George.'' 

— Clara E. Lynch, 
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The air was cold, the snow was very deep, and 
many of the little wild birds were finding it hard to 
get their winter food. Some of than were dying 
because they coxild not find enough to eat. So I 
invited all the birds around my home to come and 
be my guests for the rest of the winter. 

Jiist outside my study window I kept a tray filled 
with hemp, millet, and sunfiower seeds, cracked nuts, 
and lumps of suet. There was another tray outside 
the bedroom window and still anothw outside the 
window of the dining room. If snow fell and covered 
the food in the night, I brushed if off with a whisk- 
broom early the next morning. 
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Many hungry birds came there every day to feed. 
There w&re plump pme grosbeaks, modest Uttle red- 
polls, and one saucy Uttle siskin that seemed to think 
he owned the whole garden. 

Then thare was a band of blue jBys, that always 
acted as if they were stealing the food and were afraid 
of being caught at it. They did not stay to enjoy 
a quiet meal as the grosbeaks did, but grabbed all 
the food they could carry, and flew off with it. And 
there was an old hairy woodpecker that came for 
the suet. He spoke in a very loud voice and acted 
as if he didn't want to be interrupted. 

The friendliest of all were the chickadees; they 
always seemed as glad to see me as I was to see them. 
They would come in a little flock, and if I happened to 
be m the garden they would alight upon my hands 
and shoulders, and almost ask me for something 
to eat. 

One morning when I awoke I heard a tapping at my 
window pane, and there I saw four little chickadees 
sitting in a row on the window sill, looking into the 
bedroom. Snow that had fallen in the night covered 
all the food in the trays, and it seemed as if the little 
birds were trying to make me hurry with breakfast. 
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I decided to invite them in to have breakfast with 
me. I dressed quickly, went downstairs, and pulled 
the breakfast table close to the window. On the 
cloth I sprinkled broken nuts, for chickadees are 
very fond of nuts. Then I opened the window and 
whistled, and in a few moments the birds came down 
to the window ledge. 

For a minute or two they stood peeping into the 
room and looking at the food on the table. Then, 
one after another of the little birds flew in, and 
snatching up the bits of nut, flew out into the garden 
to eat them. 

Now this was very rude, for when you are invited 
to breakfast, you are supposed to eat at the table. 
So I thought I would give them a lesson in politeness. 
First of all I swept up the little bits of broken nuts, 
and then with a needle and thread I stitched several 
large pieces to the tablecloth. 

When the chickadees came back, they tried to pick 
up the nuts, but they could not do it. This seemed 
to make them angry, for they flew out of the window 
and sat in the bushes near by, scolding me. 

But scolding did not make them less hungry, so 
back they came. By this time I was eating my own 
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- with an extra coat on, because the window 
was open. A chickadee alighted on the edge of the 
table and stood looking at me from imder his little 
black cap. I sat very still, and he hopped over to half 
an English walnut. He tried to pick it up, but the 
thread held it fast. 

Then he pecked at the kernel and looked up at me. 
I never moved, and he tried it again. He seemed to 
like the taste of the nut, so, holding on to the edge 
of the shell with his claws, he settled down and enjoyed 
himself. 
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The other chickadees looked in and saw him feeding 
there. One by one they followed him, until there 
were five birds eating breakfast with me. One of 
them came so near that his tail brushed my fingers. 
At first they were rather nervous and would fly away 
if I moved my hands. But they always came back, 
and finding that there was nothing to be afraid of, 
they sat at the table, or on it, rather, until they had 
finished. 

There have been many guests at my table since 
that day, but few have given me more pleasure, 
and certainly none have been more welcome, than 
those little hungry chickadees. 

— Ernest Harold Baynes. 
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CALLING THE VIOLET 

Dear little Violet, 

Don't be afraid! 
Lift your blue eyes 

From the rock's mossy shadel 
All the birds call for you 

Out of the sky; 
May is here waiting, 

And here, too, am I. 

Why do you shiver so, 

Violet sweet? 
Soft is the meadow grass 

Under your feet. 
Wrapped in your hood of green, 

Violet, why 
Peep from your earth-door 

So silent and shy? 

Trickle the little brooks 

Close to your bed; 
Softest of fleecy clouds 

Float overhead; 
"Ready and waiting!" 

The slender reeds sigh; 
"Ready and waiting!" 

We sing — May and I. 
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Come, pretty Violet, 

Winter's away; 
Come, for without you 

May isn't May. 
Down through the sunshine 

Wings flutter and fly; 
Quick, little Violet, 

Open your eye! 

Hear the rain whisper, 

''Dear Violet, come!" 
How can you stay 

In your underground home? 
Up in the pine-boughs. 

For you the winds sigh; 
Homesick to see you 

Are we — May and I. 

Ha! though you care not 

For call or for shout, 
Yon troop of sunbeams 

Are winning you out. 
Now all is beautiful 

Under the sky; 
May's here — and Violets! 

Winter, good-bye! 

— Lucy Larcom. 
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AUNT MOLLY S FAIRYLAND 

Ijittle Betty and Aunt Molly w^e resting in the 
ttle smnma--house by the pool. It was a warm 
••'S'' in early spring. Little white clouds were flying 
'"^r the blue sky, just as if they were playing follow- 
^-leado". 

■"Look!" said Betty. "The douds are out having 

good time in the sunshine!" 

The leaves on the trees were fresh and green. " They 
^k as if they had just had their faces scrubbed by 
C)ine elf in Fairyland," said Betty. 

For a moment, the little girl was silent. Then, 
Ooking up, she said, "Woiildiv't \t \» tsra 1 -Vfesssfc 
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really were elves and fairies, Aunt Molly? Ho\^ 
they would enjoy this day, after the long winter? 
I wonder where they live in winter! I mean,'' she 
said quickly, ^Vhere they would live if there really^ 
were any." 

*^Are you quite sure there is no Fairyland?" asked 
Aunt Molly. In her eyes there was a little twinkle, 
which always meant something pleasant and sur- 
prising. 

'^Oh, Aunt Molly!" cried the little girl. ^^Of 
course I know there isn't any Fairyland!" 

*'Some people live in Fairyland, and never know 
it," said Aunt Molly. '^I have a little friend who 
has adventures that are stranger than those the fairy 
tales tell about." 

"Oh, do tell me about him!" cried Betty. 

"The first time I saw him he was very, very small," 
said her aunt. " He was as black as soot and he had 
neither arms nor legs. He had only a big head and 
a long tail. 

"In a few days I saw him again. His tail was 
longer than before, and strange to say, he had two 
legs. The next time we met, he was bigger still, 
and had arms as well as legs, but his long tail was 
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gone. The last time I saw him, he was more than a 
hundred times as big as at first, and he wasn't blade 
at all; he was green and white/' 

Betty was puzzled. "Of course he isn't a fairy," 
she said. "Where did you see him, Aimt Molly?" 

"All summer long he plays near this very summer- 
house," said her aunt. "A little while ago, you 
wondered where the fairies live in winter. Well, 
this little friend of mine goes to a home underground, 
to spend the winter. He stays there till days like 
this come again." 

"Days like this!" cried Betty. "Have you seen 
him today, Aunt Molly? Tell me what he is like!" 

"Yes, I saw him just a moment ago. He is wear- 
ing a bright green coat, and his trousers are as white 
and clean as if he had never lived underground. I 
call him Brother Green-Coat. There! I can see 
him now!" 

BROTHER GREEN-COAT 

Betty sat up quickly and looked about her. On 
each side of the little summer-house, tall elms stretched 
out their arms. A robin was calling from one of the 
trees, "Cheer-up! Cheer-up! Cheer-up!" and a blue 
jay answered crossly," Ca-a-an'tl Ca-a-aw'tl Ga-a-aw'U" 
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"I know it isn't the robin," said Betty. "A robin 
hasn't a gre^i coat, and he doesn't live underground 
in winter; he flies south. And it can't be the blue 
jay either; I've seen that blue jay all winter long. 
Did you ever speak to Brother Green-Coat, Aunt 
Molly? What did you say to him, and oh! did he 
say anything to you?" 

"The strange thing about Brother Green-Coat," 
said Aunt Molly, "is that he never speaks when he 
wears black. But when he puts on his coat of green, 
he talks, and even sings. I have learned a little of 
his strange language. 

"I know that he sometimes tells me that he is 
happy and contented; that he Ukes the warm air; 
and that he intends to go soon for a swim in the pool. 
But when he tells me this, it soimds just Uke *Brek- 
kek-kek-kek! Brek-kek-kek-kek!'" 

Betty was looking out over the pool. There on 
a dead tree, which had fallen into the water, sat a 
bright-eyed little creature in a coat of green, witii 
trousers of white. He puffed himself out until he 
looked as if he would burst, and called, "Brek-kek- 
kek-kek! Brek-kek-kek-kek!" in answer to Aunt 
Molly. 



BBOTHER GREEN-GQAT 229 

^^You mean the frog! Brother Green-Coat is a 
frogV^ cried Betty. ^^But you said you saw him 
once wh^i he was as black as sooti How can that 
be? Progs are always green." 

"Did you never see the little black tadpoles wrig- 
gling about in the pool?" asked her aunt. "Before 
Brother Gre^i-Coat puts on his green and white 
suit, he is a big tadpole, with arms and l^gs and a 
long tall; and before that, he is a very tiny tadpole, 
all head and tail, and as black as soot." 

"And has he really a home imdei^ound?" asked 
the little girl, eagerly. 

"When winter comes, he lives in a snug home 
deep in the mud at the bottom of the pool. But 
even in the darkness he knows when spring has come. 
Then he leaves his winter home to welcome the bright 
sunlight.^' 

"How clean he is!" said Betty. "He doesn't 
look as if he had spent the winter m ihe mud." 

"I havea't told you all about him yet," said Aimt 
Molly. "Come with me to the dead tree by the 
pod. I tMnk we may fmd sometimig there that 
looks as Broths Green-Coat did the very first time 
I saw him." 
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Yes! There, floating on the water, was something 
that looked like clear, whitish jelly, full of little black 
dots. 

"The dots are frogs' eggs,'' said Aunt Molly. 
"The little tadpoles are hatched from them." 

"And big Brother Green-Coat was once only a 
tiny black dot!" laughed Betty. "There! he has 
jumped into the pool. No wonder his green coat 
is so bright, and his white trousers are so clean. He 
washes them whenever he goes for a swim." 

"Good-bye, Brother Green-Coat!" she called, as 
she and her aunt turned to go home. "You are 
just as wonderful as anything in Fairyland! I know 
what you mean now. Aunt Molly," she said, sud- 
denly. "There is a Fairyland after all, and I never 
knew it before!" 

— Sarah A. Ha^te. 
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THE SCARECROW 

The farmer looked at his cheny tree, 
With thick buds clustered on every bough; 

"I wish I could beat the Robins," said he, 
"If somebody would only show me how! 

"I'll make a terrible scarecrow grim, 

With threatening arms and with bristling head, 
And up in the trees I'll fasten him 

To frighten them half to death," he said. 

He fashioned a scarecrow, tattered and torn — 

Oh I 'twas a horrible thing to see! 
And very early, one summer mom. 

He set it up in his cherry tree. 

The blossoms were white as the light sea foam; 

The beautiful tree was a lovely sight; 
But the scarecrow stood there so much at home 

All the birds flew scr^aning away in a fright. 
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The Robkis, who watched him every day, 
Heads held adant; keen eyes so bright! 

Surveying ttie monster began to say, 
"Why should this monster our prospects b%ht? 

"He never moves roimd for the roughest weather. 
He's a harmless, comical, tough old fellow; 

Let's all go into the tree together, 
Fot he won't budge till the fruit is mellow!" 

So up they flew, and the sauciest pair 
'Mid the shady branches peered and perked, 

Selected a spot with the utmost care, 
And all day merrily sang and worked. 

And where do you think they built thdr nest? 

In the scarecrow's pocket, if you please. 
That, half-concealed on his ragged breast. 

Made a charming covert of safety and ease. 

By the time the cherries were ruby red, 
A thriving family, hungry and brisk,. 

The whole day long on the ripe fruit fed, 
'Twas so convenient! They ran no risk! 

— Celia Thaxter. 
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WHAT KEPT THE CHIMNEY WAITING 

A new brick chimney was about to be built on 
grandfather's house, and the boys were greatly excited 
over it. 

"Mike's coming to mix the mortar and carry it 
up the ladder to the bricklayer/' said Frank. "He'll 
tell us stories at noontimes!" 

"Yes," said Walter; "and I say, Frank, let's get 
his hod and play we're hodcarriers, with mud for 
mortar. Come on!" 

"Come on!" shouted Frank. "It's leaning up 
against the bam where he left it when he brought 
the things over." 

On the way to the bam they saw grandfather 
harnessing Old Molly to the big cart. That meant 
a fine jolty ride down to the orchard, and the boys 
forgot all about playing hodcarrier, as they climbed 
in and jolted away. 

"Mike's coming tomorrow, Grandfather, and the 
bricklayer, too," said Walter. 

But grandfather shook his white head. "Not 
tomorrow, boys; you will have to wait a little longer. 
I sent word to the bricklayer and to Mike last night, 
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not to come for a few weeks yet. I have decided 
to put off building the new chimney." 

Disappointment showed pldnly in the little brown 
faces of the boys. What could it mean? 

Grandfather did not speak again at once, for at 
that moment he saw a little crippled butt^fly, which 
lay fluttering in the wheel track. CarrfuUy he turned 
Old Molly, and drove to the dde oi the road, until 
the cart had passed the butterfly. For grandfather's 
big heMt was so kind that it had room enough in it 
for every living creature. 

Then he turned to the boys and said, "When we 
get home I will show you why we ought to wait 
before we start to build the new chimney. You 
wi]} agree with me, I know. A. UtUe bird told me 
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great secret." And grandfather's eyes twinkled 
-under his gray brows. 

That was all the boys found out until they reached 
liome. Then the same little bird told them the secret, 
too. For, without explaining the reason, grandfather 
took the boys up to the attic. 

The old chimney had been partly torn down, half- 
way to the attic floor. Grandfather tiptoed up to 
it, and lifted the boys, one at a time, so that they 
could see what was inside. 

"Sh!" he whispered in a soft voice. ''What do 
you see?" 

There, on a little nest of mud, lined with thistle- 
down and straws, sat a little bird! She blinked her 
bright eyes at the kind faces looking down, as if to 
say, "I am not afraid of you! Isn't this a beautiful 
nest? It is so quiet and safe! There are four specMy, 
freckly eggs under me. When I have hatched them, 
and brought up my family, then you may build your 
chimney, but not before." 

And that was why grandfather's new chimney 
had to wait. 

— Annie H. DonnelL 
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NEST EGGS 

Birds all the sunny day 

Flutter and quarrel 
Here in the arbor-like 

Tent of the laurel. 

Here in the fork 

The brown nest is seated; 
Four little blue eggs 

The mother keeps heated. 

Soon the frail eggs they shaD 
Chip, and upspringing, 

Make all the April woods 
Merry with singing. 

Younger than we are, 
children, and frailer. 

Soon in blue air they'll be, 
Singer and sailor. 

We, so much older. 
Taller, and stronger. 

We shall look down on the 
Birdies no longer. 
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They shall go flying 

With musical speeches 
High overhead in the 

Tops of the beeches. 



In spite of our wisdom 

And sensible talking. 
We on our feet must go 

Plodding and walking. 

— Robert Louis Stevenson. 



ROBIN REDBREAST 

Good-bye, good-bye to summer! 

For summer's nearly done; 
The garden smiling faintly, 

Cool breezes in the sun; 
Our thrushes now are silent. 

Our swallows flown away — 
But Robin's here, in coat of brown 

And ruddy breast-knot ^y. 
Robin, Robin Redbreast, 
Robin dear! 
Robin sings so sweetly 

In the falling of the year. 
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Bright yellow, red, and orange, 

The leaves come down in hosts; 
The trees are Indian princes. 

But soon they'll turn to ghosts; 
The leathery pears and apples 

Hang russet on the bough; 
It's autumn, autumn, autumn late; 

Twill soon be winter now. 
Robin, Robin Redbreast, 
Robin dear! 
And what will this poor Robin do? 

For pinching days are near. 

— WiUiam AJUngbanu 



THE SHELL 

I found a shell upon the shore, 

I held it to my ear; 
I listened gladly, while it sang 

A sea song, sweet and clear. 

And that a little shell could sing. 
At first seemed strange to me. 

Until I thought that it had learned 
The music of the sea. 




I could but wish the song had words, 

For then my little shell 
The secrets of the deep blue sea, 

To me would surely tell. 

For I had wondered many times 
What 'twas the water said, 

When it came rushing to the shore 
In waves hig^ as my head. 



But never would the little shell 

Tell an3M;hing to me; 
Although it sang, it still would keep 

The secrets of the sea. 

— Rebecca B, Foresman. 
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JACK FROST AND THE PITCHER 

CARELESS KATRINA 

It was a winter night — still, bright, and cold. 
The wagon wheels creaked loudly as they ground 
into the crisp snow. Even the great moon looked 
frosty and cold. 

Katrina stood by the sitting-room window, looking 
out. "It is going to be a freezing night,*^ said her 
father, stirring the fire. "It is growing colder every 
minute.^' 

"Is it?*' said her mother. "Then, Katrina, you 
must run upstau^ and empty the china pitcher in 
the spare room.** 

"All right. Mother,** said the little girl. But she 
was so much interested in looking out at the moon- 
light, that she did not move a step. Her mother 
was rocking the baby to sleep and she did not say 
anything more just then. 

Fifteen minutes went by, and then mother spoke 
again. "Come, Katrina, go upstairs and empty the 
pitcher. It was grandmother's Christmas present, 
and we should not like to have it broken.** 

"Yes, Mother, I will go in a minute.*' 
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"Well, dear, be sure to remember/' said her mother, 
as she went oflf to put the baby into her crib. At 
that moment, in came Jamie with a pair of shining 
new skates, and ^s soon as Katrina saw them, she 
forgot all about the pitcher. 

Just outside the window stood Jack Frost, listen- 
ing and watching. When he heard Katrina say, 
"I will go in a minute,** he chuckled and snapped 
his icy fingers. 

"That little girl will never empty the pitcher,'' 
he said to himself; "she's one of the careless kind. 
Oh, I know all about careless children. Let me see 
— the spare room — that's for company. I'll spend 
the night in it! I wonder where it is." 

Jack Frost knew better than to try to get into the 
cozy sitting room, where the bright fire was gleaming. 
So he slipped softly around the house, and peeped 
in through the kitchen window. Inside, was a stove 
glowing with red-hot coals. 

"That is no place for me," he said, shaking his 
head. "The heat in there would kill me in a minute; 
I must look farther." 

So Jack Frost went on, peeping in one window 
after another, until at last he saw a room that had 
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no fire in it. "Ah!" he whispered, "this must be the 
place. Yes! that is the very pitcher for me to break; 
and here is a fine crack for me to go through!" 

Then, shaking the little frost-flakes from his long 
white beard, he quickly slipped into the room, and 
looked around. 

JACK frost's MISCHIBP 

"What a pretty room this is!" said Jack Frost. 
"It does seem a pity, though, to spoil such a hand- 
some pitcher; but, then, Katrina should not have 
left the wata* in it." 

Very noiselessly Jack Frost crept along, chilling 
everything he touched. Soon he reached the wash- 
stand. Up the stand he went, nearer and n^r^ 
to the pitcher, until he could look down into it. "Not 
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ffliich water/' he whispered as he spread his icy fingers 

over it. "But I can make it do.'' 

. The water in the pitcher shivered, but the icy 

fingers pressed down hard upon it. "Oh!'' cried 

the water, "I am so cold!" Very soon it cried out, 

"If you don't go away, Jack Frost, I shall certainly 

freeze!" 

"Good!" laughed Jack Frost. "That is just what 
I want you to do. I'll teach careless Katrina a les- 
son that she will not forget very soon." 

At that very moment. Jack Frost pushed his fingers 
straight down into the water, and the water began 
to freeze. Then such a wonderful thing happened! 
The drops be^n to push and crowd against each 
other! Soon they pushed so hard against the sides of 
the pitcher that it cried out, "Drops, please stop 
pushing me! I am afraid that I shall break." 

"We can't stop!" said the drops. "We are freez- 
ing, and we must have more room." And they kept 
on pushing against the sides of the poor pitcher 
harder than ever. 

Again the pitcher groaned and called out, "Don't! 
Don't! I can't stand it!" But its words had no effect. 
The drops kept on repeating, "We must have more 
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room! We must have more room!'' And they pushed 
so hard that at last, with a loud cry, the poor pitcher 
cracked, and broke into several pieces. 

When Jack Frost saw that there was nothing more 
for him to break, he stole softly away through the 
crack in the window. Just outside was old North 
Wind, whistling and rattling the front door. Jack 
Frost told him about the broken pitcher, and away 
they went together, laughing at the joke that had 
been played upon careless little Katrina. 

All this time, Katrina lay dreaming in her snug 
little bed upstairs. She dreamed that grandmother's 
pitcher was dancing gayly on the bed, and that it 
was beginning to glide far away on brother Jamie's 
new skates. 

— Mary HowlisUm — Adapted. 
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SIGNS OF THE SEASONS 

What does it mean when the bluebird flies 
Over the hills, singing sweet and clear? 

When violets peep through the blades of grass? 
These are the signs that spring is here. 



What does it mean when berries are ripe? 

When butterflies flit, and honey bees hum? 
When cattle stand under the shady trees? 

These are the signs that summer has come. 

What does it mean when crickets chirp? 

And away to the Southland the wild geese steer? 
When apples are falling, and nuts are brown? 

These are the signs that autumn is here. 

What does it mean when the days are short? 

When the leaves are gone and the brooks are 
dumb? 
When the fields are white with the drifting snow? 

These are the signs that winter has come. 

— M. E. N. Hathaway. 
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MOTHER SPIDER 

It was a beautiful day in midsummer. The meadow 
was alive with busy little people movmg about in 
the bright sunlight. A long line of ants came crawl- 
ing down the path, carrying food to then- home under 
the elm tree. Hopping along through the grass 
came an old toad, blinking in the warm sun. 

Just a little higher up, the bees were buzzing as* 
they flew from flower to flower. And above them all, 
in the clear blue sky, a robin was calling to his mate. 

After a while Mother Spider came hurrying down 
the path, holding in her mouth a little white bag. 
Just then a big black beetle came rushing along the 
path. As Mother Spider was going in front of Mr. 
Toad, the beetle bimaped against her and knocked 
the bag out of her mouth. 

In an instant Mother Spider pounced angrily 
upon him. Though she was much smaller than the 
beetle, she tumbled him over upon his back. Then 
Mother Spider quickly took up her bag and hurried 
away through the grass. 

''Well, I never!'' said Grasshopper Green, who 
was playing seesaw on a blade of grass. 
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"I didn't want her bag," grumbled Mr. Beetle, 
as he wri^ed to his feet. "She needn't have made 
such a fuss just because I stumbled against her." 

"She must have something very fine in that bag," 
said Grasshopper Green. "She was so frightened 
when she dropped it! I wond«* what it was." 

Not long after this, Grasshopper Green started 

out for a little exercise. Just as he reached the brook, 

he saw Mother Spider coming slowly toward hhn. 

'She no longer carried the little white bag, but he 

could see that she had something on her back. 

"Good morning, naghbor," called Grasshopper 
Green. "Can I help you cany yom* things?" 

"Thank you very much," she said, "but they 
would fall off when you give your great jmnps." 

"Theyl" cried Grasshopper Green in great sur- 
prise. And then, as he came nearer, he saw that 
the things on Mother Spider's back were wee baby 
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"Aren't they beautiful children? '^ the proud mother 
asked. "I was so afraid that something would hap- 
pen to my ^ggs, that I never let go of the bag they 
were in, except once, when that stupid Mr. Beetle 
knocked it out of my mouth." 

"Oho!'' said Grasshopper Green. "So that was 
what frightened you, was it? That bag was full 
of eggs! And now you are carrying all those children 
on your back. Doesn't it tire you?" 

"I don't mind the weight," said Mother Spider, 
"if only the children are well and safe. In a little 
while, you know, they will be able to run about by 
themselves. Then we shall be very happy here in 
the meadow grass. Oh, a family like this is well worth 
the trouble, neighbor." 

"Yes," said Grasshopper Green, "I have a dozen 
wee boys of my own at home. And that reminds 
me that it is time to go home to breakfast! Good- 
bye, Neighbor Spider." 

So home he went. And happy Mother Spider 
kept on her way to find a breakfast for the babies 
she loved so well. 

— Frances Bliss GiUespy. 
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A SONG OF JOY 

The robin sings of willow buds, 

Of snow-flakes on the green; 
The bluebird sings of mayflowers, 

The fallen leaves between; 
The wee wren has a thousand tales 

To tell to girl and boy; 
But the oriole, the oriole, 

Sings, "Joy! joy! joy!" 

The pewee calls his little mate, 

When she is far away; 
The warbler sings, "What fun, what fim, 

To tilt upon the spray!" 
The cuckoo has no song, but clucks, 

Just like a wooden toy; 
But the oriole, the oriole, 

Sings, "Joy! joy! joy!" 

— Laura E. Richards. 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY 

THE WICKED FAIRY 

Once upon a time there lived a King and a Queen 
who for many years were very sad because they 
had no child. At last a little daughter came to them, 
and the King was so happy that he gave a great 
feast in the palace, and invited all his friends. 

Now in his country there were thirteen fairies. 
Of course the King wished to invite all of these fairies 
to the feast, so that each might give his dear child 
a fairy gift. 

"How can you invite them all?'' asked the Queen. 
"We have only twelve golden plates. One of the 
fairies must stay at home.'' 

So twelve of the fairies were invited, and a wonder- 
ful feast was given at the palace. When it came to 
an end, the fairies ^ve their magic gifts to the baby. 
One said to the child, "You shall be good." Another 
said, "You shall be wise." A third gave her beauty, 
and a fourth, riches; and so on with everything in the 
world that one could wish for. 

When eleven of the fairies had named their gifts, 
and just as the twelfth was about to speak, in walked 
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the thirteenth fairy. She was very angry because 
she had not been invited to the feast. Without even 
looking at anyone, she cried with a loud voice, "When 
the princess is fifteen years of age, she shall prick 
herself witii a spindle, and shall fall dead!" 

Everyone was frightened at this; but the twelfth 
fairy had not yet told what her gift would be. As 
soon as the wicked fairy had finished speaking, ^e 
came forward and said, "The King's daughter shall 
not die. A deep sleep will fall upon her, but she 
will awake at the end of a hundred years." 

From that time on, the King and Queen were 
very sad. "How can I keep my' dear child from tiiis 
sad fate?" the King asked himself over and over. 
One day tiie thought came to him, " Surely my daughter 
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cannot touch a spindle if she never sees one." So he 
gave orders that every spindle in the whole country 
should be burned. But an old woman who lived 
in the tower of the palace hid her spindle. "No 
one shall bum it," she said. "It will be safe in my 
room in the tower." 

As time passed, the fairy gifts came to the young 
princess. She grew to be good and gentle and wise 
and beautiful. Everyone who saw her loved her. 

On the day when she became fifteen years old, 
it happened that the King and Queen were suddenly 
called away from home. The maiden was left in 
the palace quite alone, so she went about, looking 
into all sorts of places, in room after room, just as 
she Uked. 

At last she came to the tower of the palace. Up 
the narrow, winding staircase she climbed until she 
reached a little door. A rusty key was in the lock, 
and when she turned it, the door sprang open. There 
in a little room, sat an old woman with a spindle, 
busily spinning flax. 

"Good morning!" said the princess, entering the 
room. "What are you doing?" 

"I am spinning," said the old woman. 
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''What sort of thing is this, that spins around 
so merrily?" asked the princess, as she took the spindle 
in her hand and tried to spin. 

But hardly had she given the wheel a single turn, 
when the words of the wicked fairy came true. For 
the beautiful princess pricked her finger upon the 
spindle, and at that very moment sank back upon 
a bed that stood near, and lay in a deep sleep. 

And this sleep fell upon all in the palace. The 
King and Queen, who had just come home, fell asleep. 
The servants fell into the same deep sleep. The 
horses went to sleep in the stables, the pigeons upon 
the roof of the palace, and the flies upon the wall. 

Even the fire that was flaming on the hearth became 
quiet, and slept. The meat stopped roasting. The 
cook, whoVas just about to scold the kitchen boy 
because he had forgotten something, suddenly fell 
asleep. At the same moment, the wind became still, 
and on the great trees in front of the castle not a leaf 
moved again. 

Then round about the castle there b^gan to grow a 
hedge of thorns, which became higher every year. 
At last nothing could be seen of the castle, not even 
the flag on the tower. 
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THE YOUNG PRINCE 

A hundred years went by. Then it happened that 
a young prince came to that country and heard the 
story of the enchanted castle. When he heard how 
the poor princess and all the household slept under 
the spell of the angry fairy, he cried, "I will find 
this Sleeping Beauty and wake her!" 

The next day he set out for the castle. When he 
came to the place where the thorn-hedge had been, he 
found nothing but flowers, which instantly opened a 
pathway for him. 

In the castle-yard he saw the horses lying asleep. 
On the roof sat the pigeons with their heads under 
their wings. When he entered the house, the flies 
were asleep upon the wall. The cook in the kitchen 
was still pointing her finger at the forgetful boy. 
Inside the castle, the King and Queen slept upon 
their thrones. The lords and ladies of their palace 
sat about them, slumbering peacefully. 

The prince went on from room to room, and at last 
came to the tower where the princess was sleeping. 
So beautiful did she look that he stooped and kissed 
her. At his touch the princess opened her eyes and 
smiled at him. 



THE SLEEPING BEAUTT 



255 



- 


' 


iL^gt 


r 


~e: 


S ^M 


^ 


1/ 




k-. 


^^^m ^ -— ■ 







Together they went down, and awoke the King 
and the Queen. Then all the people in the castle 
awoke and looked at each other in great surpiise. 

The horses in the stables stood up and shook th^n- 
selves. The pigeons on the roof raised their heads 
from under theu* wings, looked around, and flew 
Into the country. The flies buzzed and flew from 
the walls. The fire in the kitchen roasted the meat, 
and the cook shook her flng^ and scolded the forget- 
ful boy. 

Then the prince married the princess, with feast- 
ing and rejoicing, and they lived happily ever after. 

— Grimm. 
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CINDERELLA, OR THE LITTLE GLASS 
SLIPPER 

Cinderella's selfish sisters 
Once upon a time there was a proud, selfish woman 
who had three daughters. The two older girls were 
proud and selfish, too, but the other daughter was 
kind and good. 

Now this unkind woman loved her two selfish 
daughters greatiy, because they were so much like 
herself, but she had no love in her heart for the young- 
est daughter. It always made her angry to hear the 
neighbors praise the kind and gentle m^mers of the 
youngest girl. 

So the mother gave her the hardest work in the 

house to do; she had to scour the dishes and the tables, 

'■'"* floors, and clean the bedrooms. She slept 
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in the attic upon a hard straw bed, while her two 
sisters had fine rooms and the very softest beds. 
Th^y had lookmg-glasses, too, so large that they could 
see themselves at full length. 

The poor girl bore her hard life patiently. She 
did not complain to her father, because she knew 
that he would scold her if she said anything against 
her mother. For the selfish woman made him believe 
that she was right in all things. 

When the tired girl had finished her work, she 
often went into the chimney comer, and sat down 
there among the cinders. Because of this habit, 
she came to be called Cinder-girl. The younger 
of the two favorite sisters, who was not quite so rude 
as the older, called her Cinderella. 

Cinderella, in spite of the poor clothes that she had 
to wear, was a hundred times more beautiful than 
either of her sisters. Even her mother knew this, 
and the thought of it made her very angry. 

Now it happened that the King's son gave a ball, 
and Cinderella's two sisters were invited to it. Of 
course they were much pleased at the honor, and 
for the next few days they were busy choosing the 
gowns they were to wear. All day long the selfish 
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girls talked of nothing but how they should be dresseu 
when they went to the ball. 

"For my part/' said the older, "I shall wear my 
red velvet gown with pearl trimmings. It is the most 
beautiful of all my dresses.'' 

''And I," said the younger, "shall wear my pink 
satin dress. I shall put on my gold-flowered cloak, 
too, and wear all my diamonds." 

Cinderella was now obliged to work harder than ever, 
for it was she who ironed her sisters' clothes. She 
helped them to get ready for the ball in every way 
that she could, for she was always kind, even to her 
selfish sisters. She told them what was best to wear, 
and even dressed their hair for them. 

As she was doing this, one of them said to her, 
"Cinderella, would you like to go to the ball?" 

"Oh, sister!" she answered, "a girl like me could 
not go to a ball!" 

"You are right," said the other sister; "people 
would laugh to see a Cinder-girl at a ball. " 

At last the happy evening came. As Cinderella 
watched her two sisters drive off to the palace, she 
could not keep the tears from her eyes, at the 
•^— * clip could not go with them. 
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THE FAIRY GODMOTHER 

Now Cinderella had a godmother who was a fairy. 
When the godmother saw the young girl in tears, she 
asked what troubled her. 

"I wish I could — I wish I could — " but Cin- 
derella was sobbing so hard that she could not tell 
what made her sad. 

As her godmother was a fairy, she could guess what 
was in the gir?s mind. So she said to her, "You wish 
you could go to the ball, do you not? " 

"Alas, yes," said Cinderella, sighing. 

"Well/' said the godmother, ''be a good girl, and 
I will see that you go. Run out into the garden and 
bring me the largest pumpkin you can find there.'' 

Cinderella went at once, and brought a fine pumpkin 
to her godmother, but she could not think how it 
^vould help her to go to the ball. She was still more 
puzzled when she saw her godmother scoop out all 
the inade of it, leaving nothing but the rind. Then 
the fairy struck it with her wand, and instantly the 
pumpkin was turned into the most wonderful coach 
that Cinderella had ever seen in all her life. 

"How shall we get horses for such a great coach 
as this. Godmother?'' asked Cinderella. 
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"In the comer of the kitchen," said the fairy, 
''you will find a mousetrap; bring it to me." 

Cinderella went to look for the mousetrap, and when 

« 

she found it, she saw in it six mice, all alive. Wcmder- 
ing what her godmother meant by her strange request, 
Cinderella brought the trap to the fairy. 

Then the godmother opened the door of ttie trap, 
and gave each mouse, as it went out, a little tap 
with her wand. At the touch, each mouse was 
turned into a beautiful horse. The six mice made 
a fine team of six large white horses. 

''Wonderful!" cried Cinderella, joyfully. ''But, 
Godmother, we have no coachman. I wiU see if 
there is not a rat in the rat-trap — you might 
make a coachman of him." 

"You are right," replied her godmother. "Bring 
the trap to me." 

So Cinderella brought the rat-trap to her, and 
in it were three large rats. The fairy chose the rat 
that had the longest beard, and touched him with her 
wand. Instantly he was turned into a fat coachman. 

Then the fairy godmother said, "Gk> into the garden 
•'^ ^r^i\ six lizards behind the watering pot 
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The happy girl had no sooner brought the lizards, 
than her godmother turned them into six footmen. 
They jimiped upon the back of the coach and held 
on as if they had done nothing else all thor lives. 
The fairy then said to Cinderella, "Well, you see here 
a coach fit to go to the ball in; are you not pleased 
with it?" 

"Yes, yes!" cried Cinderella; "but shall I go as I 
am, in these rags?" 

Then the fairy godmother touched Cinderella with 
the wand, and her clothes were turned into cloth of 
gold and silver, all shining with jewels. On her 
feet were a pair of wonderful glass sUppers. Cinderella 
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climbed into the beautiful coach, and sat down. Never 
in her life had she been so happy! 

''Now, remember one thing," said her godmother; 
''do not stay after midnight. For if you stay one 
moment after the cbck strikes twelve, the coach 
will be turned to a piraipkin again, the horses will 
be turned to mice, the coachman will become a rat, 
the footmen will all be Hzards, and your pretty clothes 
will become rags." 

Cinderella promised her godmother that she would 
surely leave the ball before midnight. Then she 
drove joyfully away in the wonderful coach. 

CINDERELLA AT THE BALL 

When Cinderella reached the palace, the King's son 
was told that a princess whom nobody knew had come 
to the ball. As she stepped from the coach, he ran 
out to greet her, and led her into the great ball-room. 

At once everyone stopped dancing; nothing was 
heard but a murmur of voices saying, "Ah! how 
beautiful she is! Ah! how beautiful she is!'' The 
King himself could not keep his eyes away from her, 
and the Queen said that it had been a long time since 
she had seen so lovely a girl. 
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AH the ladies at the ball b^gan to look carefully 
at the clothes of the unknown princess^ so that they 
might have some made just like them. 

The King's son led Cinderella to the seat of honor, 
and afterwards took her out to dance with him. So 
gracefully did she dance that everyone admired her 
more and more. When the great supper was served, 
the young prince could not eat. He did nothing but 
bring dainty food to the unknown princess, and sit 
looking at her beautiful face. 

Cinderella sat down beside her sisters, and was very 
kmd to them, giving them some of the oranges and 
cakes that the prince had brought her. This kindness 
surprised and pleased them greatly, for they did not 
know who she was, and they thought it a great honor 
to be noticed by so beautiful a princess. 

In the midst of her pleasure Cinderella suddenly 
heard the clock strike a quarter to twelve. Without 
saying a word, she hastened away as fast as she could 
go. When she reached home, she ran to find her 
godmother, so that she might thank her. 

"Oh, how I wish I might go to the ball tomorrow 
night, too!" said the young girl. "The King's son 
asked me to come. " 
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As she was telling her godmother all that had 
happened, her two sisters entered tiie room. ''How 
long you have stayed!" said Cinderella, yawning, 
rubbing her eyes, and stretching herself as if she had 
just awakened. 

" If you had been at the ball," said one of the sisters, 
''you would not be tired or sleepy. The most beauti- 
ful princess that ever was seen came there. She 
was very kind to us, and gave us oranges and cakes 
that the prince himself had given to her. It was a 
great honor." 

Cinderella asked them the name of the princess, 
but of course they could not tell her. "The King's 
son does not know it, either," they said. "He would 
give all the world to know who she is." 

At these words, Cinderella smiled and asked, "Was 
she really so very beautiful? How lucky you have 
been! I wish that I could see her! Ah! dear Char- 
lotte, do lend me the yellow dress that you wear 
every day! Then I can go to the ball tomorrow and 
see the strange princess." 

"No, indeed," cried Charlotte. "Lend my clothes 
to a Cinder-girl like you! I should not think of 
doing such a thing." 
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THE GLASS SLIPPER 

The next night, after the sisters had gone to the 
ball, the fairy godmother sent Cinderella, too, dressed 
even more splendidly than before. Again the King's 
son was always at her side, and this pleased her so 
much that she quite forgot her godmother's warning 
about leaving before midnight. She heard the clock 
begin to strike twelve, when she thought that it could 
not be later than eleven. 

Then Cinderella ran quickly from the ball-room. 
The prince ran after her, but he could not overtake 
her. As she ran, one of her glass slippers fell off, and 
the prince picked it up carefully. 

The young girl had to run all the way home, for at 
the stroke of twelve the coach turned back again to a 
pumpkin, just as the fairy had said it would do. She 
•had nothing left of all her fine clothes except one of 
the little glass slippers. 

When the two sisters returned from the ball, Cin- 
derella asked them if the princess had been there. 

'Tes," said her sister Charlotte, "but she hurried 
away so fast when the clock struck twelve that she 
dropped one of her little glass sUppers. The King's 
son picked it up and took it into the palace.'' 
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A few days afterwards, the prince sent out a messenger 
who called to all the people, "The King's son will 
marry the maiden whose foot the little glass slipper 
exactly fits!" 

The messenger tried the wonderful slipper on all the 
princesses and all the ladies of the King's palace; but 
it was too small for them. He brought it to the two 
sisters, but it was too small for them, too. Then 
Cinderella said, "Let me try it on." 

Her sisters laughed at her, but the messenger looked 
Kimestly at the young girl, for he saw that she was 
very beautiful. "Try it on, fair maiden," he said; 
"I have orders that every lady is to try on the 
slipper." 
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So Cinderella sat down and put the slipper on her 
foot. How surprised her sisters were when they saw 
that it fitted perfectly! Their surprise was still 
greater when Cinderella brought out the mate to the 
slipper, mkI put it on her other foot. 

At that very moment the fairy godmother came into 
the room and touched Cinderella with her wand. 
Instantly the young girl was even more splendidly 
dressed than when she had gone to the ball. 

Her sist^^ knew now that Cinderella was the 
beautiful lady whom they had seen at the palace. 
Throwing themselves at her feet, they begged pardon 
for all their unkind treatment of her. Cinderella 
lifted them up and put her arms around them. With 
all her heart, she forgave them and begged them to 
love her always. 

Then the messenger led her to the young prince, 
who thought her more charming than ever. A few 
days later, the King's son and the beautiful maiden 
were married. Cinderella, who was as good as she 
was beautiful, gave her two sisters a home in the 
palace, where they lived very happily. 

— Charles Perraidt — Adapted. 
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FAIRYLAND 

The woods are just behind our house. 

And every afternoon at four 
I go to pick the lovely flowers 

That grow right up beside the door; 
Nurse says that just old weeds are there — 
I call them Garlands for Queen's hair. 

Sometimes a queer noise in our woods 
Will frighten me when no one's by; 

And if I hear it after dark 
I run away to hide and cry. 

Nurse says it's just the cows I hear — 

I think it's Giants creeping near. 

The woods stretch westward far away, 
The trees are very tall and green; 

They grow on little dimpled hills, 
With grassy hollows in between. 

Nurse says our woods aren't very grand — 

I thmk that they are FAIRYLAND, 

— Gwendolen Haste 
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HANS AND THE FOUR GREAT GIANTS 



HANS GOES OUT INTO THE WORLD 

Once upon a time there lived a little boy whose 
name was Hans. His home was in a village where 
the trees shaded the green grass that grew around 
the houses. Hans loved his home very much. He 
loved to hear the birds sing and to watch them fly 
high in the air, and he often threw crumbs upon the 
ground for them to eat. 

Hans was a happy little fellow, who was always 
busy doing something for somebody. When he be- 
came a tall, strong lad, he often went with his father 
into the forest to chop wood. 

One day, when Hans had grown to be a young 
man, his father said to him, "Hans, my boy, it is time 
tor you to start out to find some work for yourself. 
You must go out into the world and learn how to take 
care of yourself." 
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So his mother packed his clothes in a little bundle, 
and as she kissed him good-bye said, '^Hans, my 
dear son, always be brave and true." Then he started 
on his journey. 

Hans walked a long way until he came to a great 
city. Here he soon found work in the shop of a black- 
smith. Every time he struck a blow with his heavy 
hammer, great sparks flew from the red-hot iron, 
and this pleased the boy very much. The work 
made his arms grow strong and his chest broad. 

Every day Hans saw a beautiful princess drive 
past the blacksmith's shop. She was the most beauti- 
ful princess in the world. Hans often said to himself, 
"How I wish I could serve this lovely princess!'' 

At last one day he went to the palace gate, and 
asked the gate-keeper if there was not some work 
for him to do in the palace. 

"What can you do?" asked the gate-keeper. 

"I am willing to do any kind of work that the 
King may need to have done," answered Hans. 

So the keeper of the gate told the King that there 
was a tall young man waiting outside, who wanted 
to serve him. 

"Bring him to me," said the King. 
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Wh«i Hans came before the throne, the Kmg said, 
"What can you do, young man?'' And again Hans 
replied, " I am willing to do anything that you may 

♦ 

need to have done. Most of all, I should like to serve 
the beautiful princess/' 

"You would, would you?" cried the King. "Now 
I will test you. At the bottom of the North Sea 
there lies a string of enchanted pearls. If you will 
get those pearls and bring them to me, you shall 
serve the princess." 

THE ENCHANTED PEARLS 

Hans was so delighted at the thought that some- 
time he might serve the beautiful princess, that he 
turned and hastened out of the palace. The very 
next day he started on his journey to the North Sea. 
He walked and walked, until he was very tired. At 
last he saw a great giant rushing along toward him 
in the strangest manner. 

"Good-morning!" said Hans. "What a large giant 
you are!" 

"Yes," replied the giant, looking down at Hans, 
"I need to be both large and strong. Where are 
you going, young man?" 
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"I am gmng to the North Sea to get a string of 
enchanted pearls that lies at the bottom of the sea," 
answered Hans. 

"Ah!" said the great giant, "it will take you a 
long time to get there. Now if you coidd walk as 
fast as I can, it would be an easy matter." 

"How fast can you walk?" asked Hans. 

" I can walk faster than the swiftest horse can run," 
answered the giant. 

"I wish you would come with me," said Hans. 
' " After I find the pearls, I want to get back to the 
King's palace as soon as possible. For if I find the 
*ae^klace, I am to serve the beautiful princess." 



HANS AND THE FOUR GREAT GIANTS 273 

^^If that is the case/' said the giant, ''I think I 
will go along with you.'' 

So the two walked along together, until they saw 
what Hans thought was a huge round stone ahead 
of them. But when they came to it, he saw that it 
was another giant, lying asleep by the roadside. 

** I ¥dll cut some branches from a tree to shade that 
poor fellow's face" said Hans. ''The sun is so hot 
that it will hurt his eyes." 

At these words the first giant laughed aloud. '' Ho, 
ho, ho!" he cried. ''Don't you know who that is? 
That is a neighbor of mine. He has the strongest 
eyes in the world. He can see a fly on the leaf of a 
tree that is a mile away." 

The loud laugh awoke the sleeping giant, who 
opened his great eyes and stared in surprise at Hans. 
"Why are you cutting those branches, young man?" 
he growled. 

"Oh," said Hans, "I meant to stick them into the 
ground, so that they might keep the hot sun out of 
your eyes." 

"Bah!" cried the great giant, sitting up. "Don't 
you know that my eyes are so strong that I can look 
the noonday sun straight in the face?" 



*— R 
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''Indeed! Indeed!" said Hans. "What a won- 
derful giant you must be. I wish you would come 
with me. I need your strong eyes, for I am on my 
way to the North Sea, to search for a necklace of 
pearls that lies at the bottom of the sea." 

''Oho!" said the giant; "if that's the case, I think 
I will go with you." 

So Hans and the two great giants walked on 
together. They had not gone more than three or 
four miles, when Hans saw another giant, sitting 
under a tall tree. As they came up to him, the 
wind blew the giant's hat off his head, and carried it 
far away. 

"I will get it for you," cried Hans, as he ran after 
the hat. But before he could reach the spot where 
the hat lay, the giant stretched out his long arm, 
picked up his hat, and put it upon his head. At 
this, all three of the great giants broke into a hearty 
laugh. 

"Young man, didn't you know that this is the 
giant whose arms are so long that he can reach five 
hundred yards?" asked the swift-footed giant. 

"No!" exclaimed Hans, dancing with delight. 
"But if that is true, you are just the giant I need. 
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When I get to the North Sea, you can reach down to 
the bottom and pick up the necklace of pearls that I 
am seeking. Will you come along and help me?'' 

"Yes/' said the long-armed giant, ''I will go, if I 
can be of any use to you." 

So Hans and the three great giants started gayly 
on their journey to the North Sea. They had not 
gone far before Hans saw in the distance stiU another 
giant, leaning up against a very large rock. 

Hans noticed that both of this giant's ears were 
filled with cotton. ''Have you the earache?" asked 
the boy. "Perhaps I can do something to help you." 

"Oh, no," said the giant, "I always stuff cotton 
into my ears, to shut off some of the sounds about 
me. I can hear so well that I can tell what men 
are saying far away — even if they are a hundred 
miles from me." 

"What a wonderful giant you must be!" said Hans. 
"Will you come with me? I am going in search of 
a necklace of pearls that lies at the bottom of the 
North Sea. When I get it, you can tell me whether 
the King is at his palace, so that I can give it to him." 

"You think you will need me, do you?" said the 
good-natured giant. "Well, I'll go along." 
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HANS WINS THE PRINCESS 

So Hans and the four great giants walked along 
until they came to the North Sea. Then tbey got 
into a boat and rowed out to the deep water. The 
giant who eould see so far, soon found the place 
where the necklace lay at the bottom of the sea. 
Then the giant whose arms were so long, reached 
down and picked up the necklace, and laid it in the 
boat. 

Hans and the giants now rowed back to the shore. 
As soon as they had landed, the giant who could 
hear so well, took the cotton out of his ri^t ear and 
listened to what was being said at the King's palace. 
He h^ird the people in the palace talking of a splendid 
ball that was to be given the next night, in honor of 
the birthday of the beautiful princess. 

He then told Hans what he had heard. At once 
the giant who could run so fast, stooped down and 
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let Hans climb up and seat himself upon his great 
shoulders. Away the two went, faster than a bird 
could fly! They reached the palace in time for Hans 
to give the necklace of pearls to the King, just as 
he was about to seat his beautiful daughter upon 
a throne beside his own. 

So greatly was the King pleased with the necklace 
that he at once gave orders that Hans should serve 
the beautiful princess. And so faithfully did Hans 
serve her that she learned to love him dearly, and 
in time they were married. When the old King died, 
Hans was made King, and the beautiful princess 
became Queen. 

You may be sure that Hans took good care of his 
old father and mother. He also asked his four friends, 
the giants, to come and live in his kingdom. With 
their help, it became the richest country on the face 
of the earth. From all over the world travelers came 
to visit it. 

— Elizabeth Harrison. 
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THE UGLY DUCKLING 

THE GREAT EGG 

The country was very beautiful, for it was sum- 
mer. The wheat was yellow, the oats were green, 
and the hay was stacked in the meadows. 

The warm sunshine fell on an old house and on 
the little stream that flowed near it. By the water's 
edge grew large burdock leaves, so tall that children 
could stand imder them. The spot was wild and 
lonely, and that was the reason a duck had chosen 
it for her nest. 

There she sat under the great burdocks, waiting 
for her ^ggs to hatch. At last the shells cracked, 
and the mother duck heard "tchick, tchick!" as one 
little head after another peeped out. "Quack, 
quack!'' said the duck, and all the little ones stood 
up as well as they could, looking about under the 
green leaves. 

"How large the world is!" said the little ones. 

"You must not think that this is the whole of the 
world," said the mother. "It reaches far beyond 
the other side of the garden, to the edge of the woods; 
but I have never been there." 
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"Are you all here?" she asked, getting up. ''No, 
all the Qggs are not yet hatched; the largest egg is 
still in the nest. I have been sitting here a long time, 
and I am very tired." Then she sat down again. 

"Good morning! How are you getting on?" asked 
a friendly old duck. 

"This one egg keeps me so long!" answered the 
mother. "It will not break. But all the other 
^ggs have hatched. Look at my pretty ducklings! 
I think they are the prettiest I have ever seen." 

"Yes, they are very pretty," said the old duck. 
"But let me see the egg that will not break. It 
may be a turkey's egg. I was cheated in that way 
once, myself, and I had such trouble with the young 
one. He was so afraid of the water that I could 
not get him to go in. I called and scolded, but it 
was no use. Let me see the egg. Ah, yes! that 
is a turkey's egg. Leave it, and teach the other 
little ones to swim." 

"I will sit on it a little longer," said the duck. 
"I have been sitting so long that I may as well stay 
until this last egg is hatched." 

"Do as you please," said the old duck, and away 

she went. 

i 
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IN THE FARMYARD 

The great egg broke at last. ''Tehick, tchick!" 
said the little one, as it tumbled out of the shell. 
Oh, how ugly it was! 

''It is not like the others; it is gray/' said the 
mother. "Can it be a young turkey? We shall 
soon find out, for it must go into the water, even 
though I push it in myself.'' 

The next day was fine, and the sun shone warmly 
upon the great burdock leaves. Mother Duck with 
all her family of little ducklings went down to the 
stream to have a swim. Plump! she went into the 
cool water, and called out loudly to her children, 
'' Quack, quack! " One duckling after another jumped 
in and began to swim. All were there, even the ugly 
gray one. 

''No, it is not a turkey," said the old duck. "See 
how well it swims! It is my own child! It is really 
very pretty, too, when one looks at it carefully. 
Quack, quack! Now come with me. I will take 
you to the farmyard. Keep close to me, and look 
out for the cat." 

So they went to the farmyard, where it was very 
crowded and noisy. "Keep together," said the 
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mother duck, "and bow to the old duek yonder. 
She is a Spanish duck, and a great lady. 

"Don't turn your feet in; a good duckling always 
keeps his feet far apart, just as his father and mother 
do. Now bow your necls, and say 'Quack.'" 

The ducklings did as they were told. All the 
other ducks looked at them and said, "Just see! 
Now we have another family. Were there not 
enough here already? And look how ugly that big 
one is! Let us drive hun away." Then one of the 
ducks flew at him and bit him. 

"Stop biting him!" said "the mother. "He is 
doing no harm. Stop biting him!" 

"Yes, but he is so big and ugly!" said the other 
ducks. "We do not like him." 
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"All of your children, except that big one, are 
very beautiful," said the Spanish duck. ''^He does 
not seem to have turned out well." 

"He is not handsome," said the mother, "but 
he i3 a very good child, and he swims even better 
than the others. He stayed too long in the shell; 
that is the reason he is not Uke them." 

The duck and her family soon made themselves at 
home in the farmyard. But the ugly gray duckling 
was bitten and pecked and teased by all the ducks 
and hens in the yard. 

"He is so large and ugly," they all said. 

Even the turkey puffed himself out and marched 
up to the duckling. "Gobble, gobble, gobble," he 
said, growing red with anger. He had spurs and 
thought himself king of the farmyard, from one end 
to the other. 

The poor gray duckling was very much frightened. 
"I wonder why I am so ugly!" he said to himself. 
"No one seems to like me." 

This was the first day; but afterwards things grew 
worse. Even his own brothers and sisters were 
unkind to him. The ducks bit him, and the hens 
pecked him. The turkey puffed and gobbled at 
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him, and the girl who fed them pushed him away 
from the food. 

"That is because I am so ugly," thought the poor 
duckling. "I must run away from this place where 
everyone treats me so cruelly.'' 

So he ran through the hedge and down the road. 
"Oh, how ugly I must be!'' he thought. For all 
the birds he met were frightened and flew away. 
At last he came to a wide marsh, where the wild ducks 
lived. Here he lay a whole night, tired and lonely. 

In the morning the wild ducks flew up and saw 
the duckling. "Who are you?" they asked. The 
duckling did not answer, but he bowed as politely 
as he could. 

"You are very ugly," they all cried. "But that 
does not matter to us, for we shall not see you again." 
And away they all flew. 

At that moment the ugly duckling happened to 
turn his head. There stood a great dog, that opened 
his jaws and showed his teeth. Then, splash! he 
was gone. 

"Well! let me be thankful," sighed the duckling, 
as he ran away from the marsh. "I am so ugly 
that even a hxmgry dog will not eat me." 
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IN THE HUT 

As night came on, the ugly gray duckling looked 
around for a place to sleep, and at last saw a little 
hut. The door of the hut was open, so the duckling 
crept through, into a room. There he hid himself 
in a comer and went to sleep. 

In this hut lived an old woman with her cat and 
hen. The cat knew how to himip up his back and 
purr. The hen knew how to lay very good eggs, and 
the old woman loved her dearly. 

The next morning the cat and the hen saw the 
ugly gray duckling. The cat began to mew and the 
hen to caclde. 

''What is the matter?'' asked the old woman, 
looking around. She could not see very well, so 
she thought that the ugly duckling was a fat duck 
that had lost her way. ''This is a good catch,'' 
she said to herself. "I shall now have duck's eggs 
whenever I want them." So the duckling was allowed 
to stay for three weeks, but not a single duck's egg 
was laid in the hut. 

Now the cat was master of the house, and the 
hen was mistress. They thought that they were 
very handsome and very clever. The duckling did 
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not agree with them, but the hen would not allow 
hun to say so. 

"Can you lay eggs?" the hen asked the ugly duck- 
ling, one day. 

"No," answered the poor duckling. 

"Well, then, hold your tongue." 

Next, the cat went up to him and said, "Can you 
hump up your back? Can you purr?" 

"No," answered the ugly duckling, again. 

"Then keep still when sensible persons are speak- 
ing to you." 

So the duckling sat alone in a comer of the hut 
and felt very sad. After a while he happened to 
think of the fresh air and the warm sunshine, and 
he wished very much that he could have a swim. 
He could not help telling the hen about his wish. 

"The trouble with you," said the hen, "is that 
you have nothing to do. That is why you have 
these strange thoughts. Either lay eggs, or purr; 
then you will not have such thoughts." 

"But it is so pleasant to swim," said the duckling. 
"Oh, how fine it is when the water closes over your 
head, and you plunge straight down to the bottom 
of the pond!" 
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"Well! that is a queer sort of pleasure!" said the 
hen. "I think you must be crazy. Do you think 
I should like to swim, or to plunge to the bottom 
of the water? Ask the cat if he would like it; he 
is smsible. Ask the old woman; there is no one in 
the world wiser than she is. Do you think she would 
like to have the wata- closing ovct her head?" 

"You do not understand me," said the duckling. 
"I mean that I like to dive." 

"What! We do not understand you!" aied the 
hen. "Do you think that you are wiser than we 
are? Be thankful for our kindness. You have a 
warm room, and you can learn something from us. 
Gome! Take the trouble to learn to purr or to lay 
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"No," said the duckling, sadly, "I think I will 
go out into tiie wide world again." 

So the duckling went to look for a new home. He 
walked a long way, until he came to a great lake. 
How glad he was to swim upon the water and to 
plunge his head beneath it! But he still was very 
lonely, for all the birds passed by, and would have 
nothing to do with him because he was so ugly. 

THE BEAUTIFUL SWAN 

Month after month the ugly duckling swam upon 
the clear water of the great lake. By and by autumn 
came, the leaves turned brown, and the wind whirled 
them about. The air was cold, and the clouds were 
heavy with snow. The poor duckling was cold and 
lonely and imhappy. 

One evening just at sunset, a flock of large, beau- 
tiful birds rose out of the reeds. Never before had 
the duckling seen anything so beautiful. Their feath- 
ers were as white as snow, and they had long, slender 
necks, for they were swans. With a strange, wild 
cry, they spread their long, splendid wings, and flew 
away. They were leaving the cold lake, and going 
to warm countries across the open sea. 
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They flew so high, so very high! The ugly duck- 
ling stretched his neck to look after the beautiful 
birds, as they flew away. Then he called to them, 
for he could not help it. It was a loud, strange cry 
that he gave; it frightened him to hear it. 

From that time on, he felt more lonely than ever. 
He did not know what kind of birds they were; he 
did not know where they were flying; but he knew 
that he loved them. He had never loved anything 
in all his life as he loved those great, beautiful birds, 
with their splendid wings. Still he did not dare to 
wish for such beauty as they had. 

^' I am so ugly that I can never be beautiful," he 
said to himself. ''Even the ducks will not let me 
stay with them." 

All through the long winter, the duckling was 
xmhappy. It was so cold, so very cold! He had 
to swim round and round in the water to keep from 
freezing. It would make you sad to hear all that 
he suffered. 

Then, after a long time, a warm day came. The 
sun shone brightly, and the birds sang happily. 
Beautiful spring had come. The duckling lay on 
the edge of the lake among the reeds. The warm 
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sunshine filled him with so much joy that he shook 
his wings. They were stronger than they had ever 
been before; to his great smprise, he found that 
they bore him up in the air and carried him away. 
Soon he came to a large garden, where the apple- 
trees were in full bloom. Oh, everything was so 

lovely! The garden was full of the freshness of 

» 

spring. The apple-trees bent over a stream, and 
their blossoms looked at themselves in the water. 

Then out of a thicket, near by, came three beau- 
tiful swans. They seemed very proud of their white 
feathers, that gleamed in the sunshine, as they swam 
lightly, oh, so lightly on the stream. The graceful 
birds curved their slender necks, and looked at them- 
selves in the water. The lonely duckling had seen 
them in the autumn, and here they were again. 

"I will fly to those wonderful birds!'' he said to 
himself. ''They may kill me because I am so ugly, 
but I do not care. It would be better to be killed 
by them than to suffer during another long, cold, 
lonely winter." 

So the duckling flew into the water and swam 
toward the beautiful swans. When they saw him, 
they turned and came swimming to meet him. 
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"Kill me, beautiful birds, for I am so xtgiy and so 
lonely that I do not wish to livel" said the poor duck- 
ling, as he bowed his head. 

But when he looked down, what was it that he 
saw in the waterl It was the image of himsdf. He 
^vas no longer gray and ugly; he was a beautiful swan, 
with shining feathers as white as snow! 

Some little children who were playing in the gar- 
den threw bread into the water for the swans. " Look, 
look!" cried the youngest child. "There is a new 
swan!" And all the oi^er childr^i dapped their 
hands and danced and cried out, "Yes, there is a 
new swan! How beautiful he is!" 

The young swan hid his head under his wing, for 
he was so happy that he did not know what to do. 
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He was almost too happy; but he was not proud. 
He remembered how he had been laughed at and 
pecked and bitten. Now he heard everyone say 
that he was the most beautiful of all the birds. *' When 
I was the ugly duckling/' he said to himself, *4 did 
not dream that I could ever be so happy!" 

— Hans Christian Andersen. 
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VACATION TIME 

Good-bye, little desk at school, good-bye, 
We're off to the fields and the open sky. 
The bdls of the brooks and the woodland bells 
Are ringing us out to the vales and dells, 
To meadow-ways fair, and to hill-tops cool, 
Good-bye, little desk at school. 

Good-bye, little desk at school, good-bye. 
We've other brave lessons and tasks to try; 
But we shall come back in the fall, you know, 
And as gay to come as we are to go, 
With ever a laugh and never ^ sigh — 
Good-bye, little desk, good-bye! 

— Frank Hutt. 
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Fables and Folk Tales 




Suppose some evening, just before bedtime, that your motber 
said to you, "Tonight I am going to tell you a story that is 
hundreds and hundreds of years old. It is so interesting that 
mothers all over the world have told it to their children ever 
since the world was young," Wouldn't you be eager to hear it? 

Well, the first part of this Reader — "Fables and Folk Tales" — 
is made up of just that kind of stories. Some of them, called 
fables, are very short, and teach a useful lesson in a funny way. 
Thousands of years ago a slave in a country called Greece made 
a collection of these Uttle stories. His name was .^sop, and his 
fables were so amusing that they have been remembered ever 
since. When you have read the two fables by jEsop that are 
given in this part of your book, tell the class which was the 
more interesting to you. 

Some of the longer stories in this group are called Folk Tales, 
because they have been told by the folks of different countries 
for so many years that no one knows who first made them up. 
Some of them will give you a good laugh, and othera will show 
how foolish it is to bn^ or to wish for things that you cannot get. 
When you have read all of them, tell the class which story seemed 
the funniest, and which one teaches the best lesson. 

After you have read each fable or folk tale, see if you can 
answer all the questions that you will find on the following 
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The Hare and the Hedgehog, p. 7. 1. Why did the hedgehog 
think the hares were rude? 2. What did the hare say that made 
the Uttle hedgehog angry? 3. Read the reply of the hiedgehog. 

4. The hedgehog thought the hare was too proud of his long 
legs; what did he say he would teach the hare? 5. What word 
do we sometimes use instead of "boast"? 6. Tell the story of 
the joke that the hedgehogs played on the hare. 7. What did 
the Uttle hedgehog mean when he said, "Brains are better than 
legs"? 8. This story is a "folk tale"; can you see why folks in 
different coimtries told it over and over? 

Old Horses Know Best, p. 13. 1. What were the two horses 
doing? 2. Why did the old horse go down the hill slowly? 3. 
What happened to the young horse and his cart? 4. Do you 
know what "ruts" are? 5. What did the young horse learn 
from the accident? 6. Did you ever get into trouble because you 
thought you knew better than some older person? 

The Miser, p. 14, 1. What is a miser? 2. Where did the 
miser hide his gold? 3. What happened to it? 4. What ques- 
tion did the neighbor ask the miser? 5. Do you think it would 
do the miser as much good to look at the hole as to look at the 
gold? 6. This is one of iEsop's fables; who was iEsop? What 
is a fable? 7. Dramatize (act as a play) the story, using for 
some of the speeches, the same words the people say in the fable. 

The Dog and the Horse, p. 15. 1. What did the neighbors 
say about Stefan's farm? Can you use another word instead of 
"autumn"? 2. Read the dog's speech to the horse. 3. Read 
the reply of the horse. 4. Why did the dog have nothing to say? 

5. Which do you think is the more helpful to the fanner, the dog 
or the horse? 6. What mistake did the dog make? 

The Fox and the Crow, p. 16. 1. What plan had the fox for 
getting the cheese? 2. Did the plan work well? 3. What did 
the crow learn when it was too late to save the cheese? 4. Tell 
the story in your own words. 5. This is another of iEsop's 
fables; what lesson did JEsop intend to teach in it? 
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Why the Rabbit's Tafl Is Short, p. 18. 1. Why did the rab- 
bit wish to cross the swamp? 2. What reason did the rabbit 
give for thinking that the alligator was too proud to carry him 
across the swamp? 3. Find lines that show why the rabbit is 
called *'sly." 4. Read the rabbit's boastful words after he got 
across the swamp. 5. What shows that the rabbit laughed too 
soon? 6^ TeH the story in your own words. 

The Simpleton, p. 21. 1. What is a "simpleton"? 2. Where 
did Simpleton get his money? 3. What did he buy with it? 
4. What did he do with the goose? 5. What does Act II tell 
you? 6. What does Act III tell you? 7. Why did Simpleton 
ask the King for a "sound" beating? 8. Act the story. 

The Stone-Cutter, p. 28. 1. Why did the stone-cutter become 
discontented? 2. What wish did he make? 3. Who heard his 
wish and granted it? 4. Tell of other wishes the stone-cutter 
made. 5. Why was he discontented each time? 6. Why was 
Tawara happiest when he was a stone-cutter? 7. How would 
you answer Tawara's question in the last paragraph? 

The Golden Fish, p. 32. 1. Find lines that show the fisherman 
was kind-hearted. 2. Why did his wife scold him when he 
returned from fishing? 3. How did the fish pay the fisherman 
for his kindness? 4. What had the fisherman's wife done that 
made the fish think she was not fit to rule others? 5. Why was 
the fisherman glad when the palace became a hut again? 6. 
Tell the story in your own words. 

Brother Fox's Tar Baby, p. 38. 1. WTiat does Act I tell you 
about Brother Rabbit? 2. Why did Brother Fox want to catch 
Brother Rabbit? 3. What plan did Brother Fox make for 
catching him? 4. Tell how Brother Rabbit got caught. 5. How 
did Brother Rabbit get free? 6. Dramatize the story. 



You have now read all the stories in the first part of the book. 
Which story did you think was the funniest? Which story 
taught the best lesson? 
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Brownies and Fairies 




In the happy land of "Make-Believe" live strange little folks — 
brownies and fairies and elves. The nicest of them all are the 
brownies, for they love to help anyone who has to work hard. 

The stories and poems in this part of your Reader will tell 
you about some of the funny things that happen in the land of 
"Make-Believe." When you have read all of these stories, tell 
the class which one gave you the best laugh, and which one you 
liked best. 



The Brownie of Blednock, p. 46. 1. Why were the people 
frightened at the wee man? 2. Can you repeat the song that he 
sang as he went up the street? 3. What was Granny Duncan's 
advice? What did she mean by saying, "Handsome is, as hand- 
some does"? 4. What were some of the good deeds Aiken-Drum 
did? 5. Why could he not stay in the village? 6. What strange 
saying of Aiken-Drum's did the people remember? 7. Tell the 
story, following this outline: (a) The wee man comes to town; 
(b) Granny Duncan's advice; (c) The Brownie's good deeds; (d) 
Why Aiken-Drum left Blednock. 8, Use another word for 
"wages"; "tidy"; "glimpse"; "obliged"; "deeds," 

Tlie Fairies, p. 63. 1. What does the first stanza tell you 
about the fairies? 2. Where do some of them make their home? 
3. What does the poet tell you of their watchdogs? 4. What 
would happen to anyone who dug up the thorn trees? 5. Read 
aloud the stanza that you like best. 6, Why is the mountain 
called "airy"? 
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How Doughnuts Came to Be Made, p. 66. 1. Tell how the 
little cook looked. 2. What did he cook for the fairy's dinner? 

3. How did the fairy prove that she was a good cook? 4. How 
did the little cook get a wedding ring? 5. Tell the story in your 
own words. 

The Fairy Shoes, p. 59. 1. What was the fairy godmother's 
gift? 2. Why were the fairy shoes wonderful? 3. What hap- 
pened to Tim's brothers when they wore the fairy shoes? 4. Why 
did Tim's mother make him wear them? 5. What good plan 
did Tim discover that his brothers had not thought of? 6. What 
did Tim find when he reached his school? 7. Use another word 
for '^parcel"; ^'cluster.'' 8. Tell the story in your own words. 

The BrownieSi p. 66. 1. What kind of boys were Johnnie and 
Tommy? 2. What did Tommy dream? 3. Read lines that 
tell what the boys decided to do, after Tommy had told Johnnie 
about his dream. 4. Did the boys really help their father by 
their work? 5. Who became the best brownie of all after a while? 

The Jumblies, p. 73. 1. What tells you that this is a non- 
sense poem? 2. The poet, Edward Lear, "makes up" several 
nonsense words just for fun; what are some of these made-up 
words? 3. Which stanza gave you the best laugh? 4. Why 
would a sieve not make a good boat? 5. Use another word for 
"extremely" ; "voyage." 

The Skylark's Spurs, p. 75. 1. What showed that the fairy 
was unkind? 2. What did the fairy say the skylark did with 
his spurs? 3. How did the grasshopper comfort the skylark? 

4. How did the skylark win a mate? 5. Where do larks make 
their nests? 6. What did the skylark find his spurs were for? 
7. Tell the story in your own words. 



Which story in this group did you like best? Why do you 
think the brownies are the nicest of the little folks who live in 
the land of "Make-BeUeve"? 



HELPS TO STUDY 
Children 




So far in this book you have read only about wonderful things 
that happened in a magic world. You have seen brownies and 
fairies and strange animals that knew how to talk. 

But some of the poetB and etory-tellera have written about 
real boys and girls like you. Most of the selections in the group 
you are now going to read are of this kind. Some of them will 
make you laugh; some of them will give you little pictures of 
children playing just as you often like to play; and some of them 
will show you how foolish it is to be always cross or careless or 
idle. 

The most famous of these poets who wrote about real boys and 
girls was Robert Louis Stevenson. If you know any of his poems 
besides the ones given here, recite them to the class. 



Farewell to the Farm, p. 83. 1. What tells you that the 
"eager" children are in the country? Why were they "eager"? 
2. What do you see in the picture on pt^e 83? 3. Where do 
you think the children are going? 4. What does the picture on 
page 84 suggest to you? 5. What does the poet mean by say- 
ing "the trees and houses smaller grow"? 

A Good Play, p. 86. 1. Where was the ship built? 2. What 
did the children take with them to eat? 3. What word tells that 
they were to sail on big waves? 4. How long did they sail? 
Who was in the boat? 5. Who can read the poem so as to 
make us see the sailing party? 6. Who wrote this poem? 
What other poems by the same writer have you read? 



HELPS TO STUDY 299 

The Princess Wko Never Laughed, p. 86. 1. How did the 

first son treat the old man who asked him for food? How did 
the second son treat him? The third son? 2. What happened 
to each of them? 3. How was the third son rewarded for his 
kindness? 4. Tell the story in your own words. 

The Golden Pears, p. 92. 1. On what errand was the oldest 
son sent? 2. How did he answer the witch that he met? 3. 
What happened when he reached the palace? 4. How did the 
second son answer the witch? 5. What happened to the second 
son? 6. What did the youngest son reply to the witch's ques- 
tion? 7. What did the witch do to help the youngest son? 8. 
How did the King reward the boy? 9. Find what the King 
said about telling the truth. 10. How did the King help the 
boys' father? 

Which Loved Best, p. 101. 1. What did John love more than 
he loved his mother? 2. What did Nell love more than she 
loved her mother? 3. How did Fan show that she really loved 
her mother? 4. How do you think the mother knew which 
loved her best? 

Lrene, the Idle, p. 102. 1. What words of advice did the 
fairy give to Irene? 2. What requests did the fire, the wood- 
box, the floor, the cup, and the dishes make? 3. What was 
Irene's excuse to the fairy for the disorder of the house? 4. 
Read the fairy's reply. 5. What did Irene find that she must 
do? 6. Why was Irene's birthday such a happy one? 

Suppose, p. 113. 1. In the first stanza, what advice does the 
poet give? In the second stanza? In the third? In the foiuiih? 
In the fifth? 2. Why do you think it is best always to be cheerful 
and sweet-tempered? 3. What words does the poet use to speak 
of a fine carriage drawn by two horses? 



Which selection in this part of the book gave you the best 
laugh? Which selection gave you the best advice? Which 
selection did you think most interesting? 




Hundreds of years ago, people did not understand what made 
the stormy winds blow, or how flowers grow, or why firing comes 
after the long winter, or many other things that wise men today 
have learned. In that long-ago time people imagined that some 
m^c King could tell the wind when to blow, and that a tall 
youth whom they called Spring came walking throi^;h the 
world when Winter had stayed too loi^. 

The stories they told about these wonderful things are called 
legends, and many of them have come down to us from very 
early times. Some of the most interesting legends are those of 
the Greeks and the Indians. 



Ulysses and the Bag of Winds, p. 117. 1. How long were 
Ulysses and his men away from home, fighting for their country? 
2. On their way home, where did they stop to rest? 3. How 
did Aeolus help them? 4. Why did he leave the west wind out 
of the bag? 5. Who watched the bag of winds on the journey 
homeward? 6. Who untied the bag? Why? What happened? 
7. Did Ulysses ever get back to hia home? 

The Star and the Lily, p. 121. 1. What dream did the young 
warrior have? 2. Why did the star not like its home in the white 
rose on the mountain-side? 3. Why did it not like its prairie 
home? 4, What was the little "creature of the air" that the star 
lived with for a while on the prairie? 5. Why did the star choose 
— *he lake? 6. What flower did the star become when 
' - ^^ke"! N^8.\. &.6.\\ia\RdiBnB call it? 
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Peboan and Seegwun, p. 126. 1. What was the old Indian 
doing, as he sat in the wigwam? 2. What "great deeds" did he 
say he had done? 3. What great deeds did the tall young man 
say that he could do? 4. In the morning, what became of 
the old man? 5. Who was the old Indian? The young Indian? 
6. What flower was seen where the old man's fire had been? 7. 
Why is this flower said to belong both to winter and to spring? 



Which of these legends did you think was the most interest- 
ing? Commit to memory "Which Wind Is Best?" 




Once upon a time an old man named Scroc^e was talking to 
his nephew, who had come to wish him a Merry Christmas. 
"Bah!" said the old man. "Keeping Chrbtmas is a foolish custom. 
If I had my way, no one would be allowed to keep Christmas!" 
In fact, Scrooge would have done away with every holiday. 

What a dull place this old world would be if Scroc^e had been 
given his wish! Just think of three hundred and sixty-five days 
without any Thanksgiving or Christmas or New Year or Easter. 
Half the fun would go out of your life, wouldn't it? 

But that is not the worst of it. If Christmas and Thanks- 
giving and Easter were no longer kept, we should lose many 
little acts of kindness that help make the world a better place 
to live in. 

As you read the stories in the Holiday part of this book, see 
which one tells of the happiest time; which one tells of the 
kindest act; and which one gives you the best lat^b. 
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A Thanksgiving Fable, p. 129. 1. What did the hungry 
cat watch, upon Thanksgiving morning? 2. What did the cat 
say? (Read the Unes.) 3. What did the mouse do when she 
heard the cat's words? 4. Read the poem so as to bring out 
the fun of it. 5. What word does the poet use for "refused"? 
For "thought about" in the last stanza? 

Little Pumpkin's Thanksgiving, p. 130. 1. What wish did the 
Little Wee Pumpkin make? 2. Tell how the Little Wee Pimip- 
kin's wish came true. 3. How have you made someone happy 
at Thanksgiving time? 4. Tell the story in your own words. 

A Christmas Wish, p. 136. 1. Why do you think the poet 
would like "a stocking made for a giant"? 2. Make a list of all 
the toys that the poet thinks children would want. 3. What 
other things does he say that they would want? 4. Use another 
word for "search"; "beasts"; "meeting-house." 5. What words 
does the poet use in the second stanza to tell of dishes that 
were just the kind a girl would Uke best? 

Gretchen's Christmas, p. 137. 1. Why did the empty shoes 
make Gretchen-s heart sad? 2. Which doll in the toy store 
window pleased Gretchen most? 3. What loving deeds did 
Margaret do on Christmas Eve? 4. What Christmas gift did 
Gretchen find when she awoke? 

An Easter Surprise, p. 146. 1. What were the "round brown 
things", that Paul dug up in his mother's tuUp bed? 2. What 
did Paul do with them? 3. Why did the Uttle old lady think 
she would have no flower garden that year? 4. What happened 
to her flower bed, that surprised her? 5. Why were the little 
old lady and her husband so happy when they saw the tulips? 



Which selection in this part of the book told of the kindest 
act? Which told of the happiest times? Which gave you the 
best lau^? 



HELPS TO STUDY 
Home and Countkt 




Have you ever watched a parade of soldiers going by, with 
the Americui flag flying proudly in the breeze as they niarched? 
If you have, perhaps you thot^ht that you would like to be a 
brave soldier some day, ready to flght for this great country of 
ours. 

We hope that there will be no more wars for a long, long time 
to come, so that America may not need to ask you to fight her 
battles. But even if you never are a soldier for your country, 
you can do your part in making America the best country in 
all the world. 

Perhaps you are wondering how a boy or girl can help to do 
so great a thing as this. Well, stop a moment and think what it 
is that makes a country great, that makes it the best kind of place 
to live in. Isn't it happy homes, and kind neighbors, and 
people who work faithfully and hve simple, healthful hves? 
Surely every boy or girl can be a good little American by helping 
in things Uke these. 

When you have read the first story in this part of your book, 
tell the <Aass why people like Apple-seed John make good 
Americans. When you have read "A Little Lad of Long Ago," 
tell the class why this young boy grew up to be one of the best 
Americans who ever lived. When you have read the other 
stories in this group, see how many ways you can think of for 
boys and girls to help America. Will buying Thrift Stamps 
help? Will kindness to animals and birds help? Will kind 
acts on Thanksgivii^ and Christmas help? Will being a good 
member of the Boy Scouts or the Camp Fire Girls help? 
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Apple-Seed John, p. 151. 1. What plan for helping others 
did the kind old man make? 2. What did the village people 
think of him? 3. What did the boys say of him? 4. What did 
the old man do with the apple cores that he saved? 5. How- 
did the old man^s work help others in later years? 

Columbus and His Son, Diego, p. 166. 1. For what purpose 
did Columbus try to get ships? 2. Why did Columbus think 
that he might find help at the convent? What help did he get 
from one of the friars? 3. What did Columbus say he could 
prove? 4. Who gave Columbus ships and money for the voy- 
age? 5. Where did Columbus leave his son, Diego, while he 
was away on the voyage? 6. How did the other pages tease 
Diego? 7. What did one of the pages call the Atlantic Ocean? 
8. Why was Columbus called the Mad Sailor? 9. What 
message came from Columbus one day? 10. What did 
Columbus discover? 11. What had Columbus proved by his 
voyage? 12. Use another word for 'Voyage"; "aid''; ''page''; 
"globe." 

The Boy, the Bees, and the British, p. 163. 1. Tell why 1781 
was a hard year in Virginia. 2. What did Jack wish to do? 3. 
Jack's mother told him why he had been left at home; read her 
words. 4. Who were the "red-coats"? 5. Tell about the coming 
of the red-coats to the plantation. 6. Why was Jack glad that 
he was at home? 7. What daring plan did Jack think of? 
How did he make the bees fight the British? 8. After he had 
thrown the bee-hive at the soldiers, what did he do? 9. Do 
you think Jack found a good way to help his country even 
though he was too young to join Washington's army? 10. Use 
another word for "seizing"; "plantation"; "clump." 

Why Jimmie Missed the Parade, p. 169. 1. In what parade 
were the boy scouts to take part? 2. What soldiers were to be 
in the parade? 3. Recite from memory the lines Jimmie had 
learned from Margaret Sangster's beautiful poem about George 
Washington. 4. Why did Jinmiie miss the parade? 5. What 
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happened at the scout meeting that night? 6. What other 
stories of kindness and helpfulness hare you read in this book? 
7. Use another word for '^forming''; "blast"; "stunned"; 
"crushed." 8. What words does the poet use for "birthday" 
in the lines Jimmie learned? For "spoken of"? 

A Little Lad of Long Ago, p. 174. 1. Why was little Abe 
called a funny-looking boy? 2. Why does the story say you 
would have liked him? 3. Why was the borrowed book so 
precious to little Abe? 4. Why did the boy read the book at 
night, instead of in daytime? 5. Where did he put the book 
each night when he had finished reading it? 6. What happened 
to the book one night? 7. What did little Abe do at once when 
he saw the book was spoiled? 8. Do you think he acted in a 
manly way by going to the owner? 9. How did the boy earn 
the right to keep the book? 10. Can you give the name of the 
book? 11. What did Abraham Lincoln say about this book, 
after he had become President of the United States? 12. Use 
another word for "clumsy"; "chinks." 

Jacquesy a Red Cross Dog, p. 178. 1. In this story who is 
telling of his life on the farm? 2. Tell in your own words of 
Jacques's life on the little farm in France. 3. Tell of Jacques's 
training at the war-dog school. 4. Tell how Jacques saved his 
master. 5. Jacques was "decorated" several times, that is, he 
was given medals or ribbons as a reward for his bravery. Did 
these decorations make him proud? 6. What was the only 
thing Jacques was proud of? 7. What do the words "sent to the 
front" mean, on page 183? 



Why is it a good thing to read stories about Washington, 
Lincoln, and others who have helped our country? Can you 
tell the class any story about some other American who helped 
our country? What are some of the ways in which you can 
show that you are a good American? 



HELPS TO STUDY 
H£RO£S or LONQ Aoo 




Perhaps you have read, in fairy tales, of heroes who killed 
dragons or saved fair ladies from death. But here are three 
stories about reed heroes, who lived long ago. 

One of them, Joseph, was a wise ruler who saved his people from 
starving; another of them, David, was a great soldier who wrote 
wonderful soi^; and the third, Saint George, did many brave 
deeds as he went about helping people who were in trouble. 
The dragon that is told of in this story of Saint George was 
probably some great beast or terrible giant. 



Suggestions for Silent Reading 

(a) All of the stories in this group, aa well as several other 
stories in other parts of this book, may be read silently in preparing 
for the class period. The recitation may then be given to testing 
how well you have read, and to the reading aloud of selected 
l>arts of stories. 

(b) In preparii^ your lesson, read the story silently as rapidly 
as you can, but not so fast that you fail to get the thought. In 
silent readily remember that [winting to the words with yoUr 
fingers or reading with your lips slows up your speed. Try con- 
stantly to increase yoiu* speed in silent reading. 

(c) Test yourself, first, by seeing how many of the questions 
you can answer after reading the story once; and, second, by 
telling the main thoughts of the story. You may need to read 
the story again to be able to answer all the questions and to tell 
the story completely. 
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Josephi the Ruler, p. 187. 1. Which of Joseph's older brothers 
was kind to him? 2. Why did the others hate him? 3. How 
did the wicked brothers get rid of Joseph? 4. How did the King 
of Egypt show that he believed Joseph was good and wise? 6. 
Why did Joseph's brothers go to Egypt? 6. How did Joseph 
treat his brothers when they came to buy com? (Wheat was 
known as ''com" in Joseph's time.) 7. What made Joseph 
the happiest man in Egypt? 8. Class readings: the conversa- 
tion on pages 188, 189 (five pupils) ; Joseph's dream, page 189 (two 
pupils); the meaning of the dream, pages 191, 192 (three pupils); 
Joseph forgives his brothers, pages 196 to 197 (eleven pupils). 

David, the Singer, p. 198. 1. What was David's work when 
he was a boy? 2. Tell some things which David had to do that 
you would like to do; what part of his work would you not like? 
3. With what did David fight the lion? 4. How did he fight the 
band of robbers? 5. How did David help King Saul? 6. For 
what is David remembered? 7. Class readings: the conversation 
between David and his mother, pages 198, 199; the conversation 
on pages 201, 202, 203; the conversation on pages 204, 205, 206. 

Saint George and the Dragon, p. 209. 1. What story did the 
plowman tell George? 2. When George had grown tall and strong, 
what did he ask the Queen to allow him to do? 3. Why did she 
not want to send George to fight the dragon? 4. What brave deed 
did George do in the Wandering Wood? 5. Why was the giant 
able to take George prisoner? 6. How was George saved from 
the giant? 7. How did the wise old man comfort him? 8. How 
has George's brave life helped other boys? 9. Class readings: the 
conversation on pages 212, 213, 214 (three pupils); the wise 
man's words, page 215; the last three paragraphs on page 217. 



Can you tell the class of an American in the World War who 
was like Joseph because he saved thousands of people from 
starving? What other Americans do you know of who are 
famous because they were great soldiers, or because they 
helped our people in some way? 



The Out-Door World 




"Oh, wouldn't it be nice, Aunt Molly, if there really were 
fairies!" said a little girl in one of the stories you are now going 
to read. 

"Are you quite sure there is no Fairyland?" asked Aunt Molly. 
And then she showed the little girl some of the wonderful things 
that were happening all around her in the great out-door 
world. Yes, this big world of ours, with its animals and birds 
and flowers, is really a sort of fairyland, if only we keep our 
eyes wide open to see. 

As you read the stories and poems in this part of your book, 
see how many wonderful things you notice that prove Aunt 
Molly was right. 



My Chickadee Guests, p. 218. 1. Who is talking in this story? 

2. How do you know that the author loves birds? 3. Which 
of the birds mentioned in this story have you seen? 4. Tell 
in your own words about the author's five chickadee guests at 
breakfast. 5. Listen while a good reader reads the story aloud. 
6. Use another word for "ledge"; "certainly." 

Brother Green-Coat, p. 226. 1. Why did Betty wish that 
there were elves and fairies? 2. Read aloud the conversation 
between Aunt Molly and Betty, pages 226, 227 (two pupils). 

3. Tell bow Aunt Molly's little friend looked each time she saw him. 

4. What was the name of her little friend? 5. What is Brother 
'^-"""-Coat's name before he puts on his velvet suit? 6. Where 

- — -Toat live in winter? 7. What did Betty 



HELPS TO STUDY 309 

learn from Aunt Molly's little friend? 8. Read aloud the con- 
versation on pages 229, 230 (two pupils). 9. In the picture on 
page 230, point to the frog's eggs; the tadpoles. 

What Kept the Chimney Waiting, p. 233. 1. Why were the 
boys glad when they heard that a new chimney was to be built? 

2. What did the grandfather show the boys, that explained why 
the new chimney had to wait? 3. What is thistle-down? 

Nest Eggs, p. 236. 1. Where was the nest built? 2. What 
can the little birds do that the children, though older, cannot do? 

3. Who wrote this poem? What other poems by the same author 
have you read in this book? 4. Recite from memory any poem 
by Stevenson that you know. 5. Explain: "in the fork"; *'frail 
eggs"; "tops of the beeches." 

Jack Frost and the Pitcher, p. 240. 1. Why did Jack Frost 
say that Katrina was careless? 2. Why did he not go into the 
sitting room? 3. What happened to the pitcher? 4. What 
was Katrina doing while Jack Frost was busy? 5. Use another 
word for "creaked"; "chuckled"; "glowing"; "ghde." 6. Class 
readings: the conversation between Katrina and her mother, 
pages 240, 241 (two pupils) ; the last two paragraphs on page 244. 

Mother Spider, p. 246. 1. Which of the little creatures men- 
tioned on page 246 have you seen? 2. What did Mother Spider 
carry in her mouth this summer day? 3. What was in her 
white bag? 4. What did she carry on her back at a later time, 
when Grasshopper Green met her? 5. Use another word for 
"pounced." 6. Read the conversation between Mother Spider 
and Grasshopper Green (two pupils). 



What did you learn from the last story that makes you think 
Aunt Molly was right when she told Betty that some of us live 
in Fairyland without knowing it? Which story in this part of 
the book did you like best? 



310 HELPS TO STUDY 

Old Tales 




And now we come to the very last part of our book. Here 
you will find some of the famous old fairy tales that have been 
told over and over in many different countries. No doubt 
your mother, when she was a little girl, loved to read about the 
Sleepily Beauty and about Cinderella. Very likely your grand- 
mother, too, loved these stories, and her mother and grandniother, 
before her. 

When you have read these stories, see if you can tell why they 
have been told in so many lands and for so long a time. 



The Sleeping Beau^, p. 260.* 1. Why did the King invite 
only twelve of the fairies to the feast? 2. What did the wicked 
fairy do? 3. What was the twelfth fairy's gift? 4. Tell what 
happened to the maiden on the day she became fifteen. 5. 
Read lines that tell of this deep sleep that fell upon the whole 
palace, 6, What were the words of the young prince when he 
heard the story of the enchanted castle? 7, How did he wake 
the princess? 

Cinderella, p. 266.* I. Why was the yout^est of the alters 
called Cinderella? 2. Tell of Cinderella's two sisters and their 
mother. 3. How did her fairy godmother prepare Cinderella 
to go to the ball? 4. At what time was Cinderella to return 
home? 5. How was she received at the ball? 6. Wby did 
Cinderella wish to go to the ball again on the next night? 7. 
What happened when the clock struck twelve? 8. How did the 
prince find the owner of the httle glass slipper? 9. Find lines 
which show that Cinderella forgave her sisters for their unkind 

* See Suggestions tor Silent Beaduift, v&^WRi. 
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treatment of her. 10. Tell the story of Cinderella, following 
this outline: (a) Cinderella's selfish sisters; (b) The fairy 
godmother; (c) Cinderella at the ball; (d) The glass sUpper. 

Hans and the Four Great Giants, p. 269.* 1. What kind of 
boy was Hans? 2. Why did he go out to find work? 3. Why 
did Hans go in search of the enchanted pearls? 4. Tell of his trip 
to the North Sea. 5. How did Hans win the princess? 6. Do 
you think he deserved his good fortune? 7. Read hues which 
show that Hans was grateful. 8. Tell the story, following this 
outline: (a) Hans goes out into the world; (b) The enchanted 
pearls; (c) Hans wins the princess. 9. Class readings: the 
conversation between Hans and the four giants, pages 271, 272, 
273, 274, 275 (five pupils); Hans wins the princess, pages 276, 
277. 

The Ugly Duckling, p. 278.* 1. How did the mother duck 
find out that the ugly Uttle one was not a turkey? 2. Why 
was the duckling not liked in the farmyard or in the hut? 3. 
Why did the duckling wish to be beautiful? 4. Do you think 
the duckling would have been called "ugly'' if he had always 
lived with the swans? 5. Read lines that tell how happy the 
duckling was when he was called beautiful. 6. Use another 
word for ''handsome"; "plunge"; "reeds"; "slender"; "image." 
7. Tell the story, following this outline: (a) The great ^g; (b) 
In the farmyard; (c) In the hut; (d) The beautiful swan. 8. 
Ckiss readings: the conversation between the mother duck and 
the friendly duck, page 279; the conversation of the mother 
duck and the Spanish duck, page 282; the conversation in the 
hut, pages 284, 285, 286, 287 (four pupils). 



Which story in this group did you like best? Which story 
did you like best in the aitire book? Which poem in this book 
do you like best? Recite from memory any lines of poetry you 
have memorized from this book. 

* See Suggestions for Silent Reading, page 306. 
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The following list includes words that offer difficulty of either meaning or pronunciation. 
More than one meaning is given when the word is used in different senses. For example* 
bare means "leafless" on page 126, "without grass" on page 208. Only the long and short 
sounds of vowels are indicated by marks; other sounds are indicated by respelling or by- 
referring to a familiar word. For example, a in (Umond is like a in arm. 



& as in ate 
& as in bat 
e as in eve 



6 as in met o as in note 
1 as in kind d as in not 
I as in pm 65 as in food 

ou as in out 



o6 as in foot 
VL as in use 
a as in cut 



act (&kt), part 

ac'tive (&k'tXv), quick; nimble 
ad-ven'ture (ad-v6n'tur) a re- 
markable happening 
-ffi'o-lus (e'o-ltis) 
aid (ad), help 
Ai'ken Drum (a'k'n drtim) 
Aire'dales (ar'dalz, a as in care), 

a kind of dog 
air'y (ar'I, a as in care), breezy 
a-light' (a-lItO, come to rest 
al'li-ga-tor (al'I-ga-ter), a large 

animal that lives in the water 
all to her mind, of just the kind 

she liked 
al'mond (a'mtind, a as in arm), 

a nut 
al'tered (ol'terd, o as in or), 

changed 
am'bu-lance (am'bti-l&ns), long, 

covered car in which wounded 

men are carried 
a-mus'ing (a-mtiz'Ing), funny 
anxlous-ly (ank'shtis-ll), eagerly 
ar'bor-like' (ar'ber-llk', a as in 

arm), like a shelter made of 

vines or trees 
ar'bu-tus (ar'bu-ttis, a as in arm) 

an early spring flower 
ar'g^e (ar'gti, a as in arm), try 

to make her change her mind 
armor, metal covering worn to 
protect the body in battle 



a-slant' (a-sl&nt'), on one side 
at any rate, well; at least 
at-tend' (a-t€ndO, heed; care for 
au'tumn (o'tCim, a as in or), fall 
awkward, clumsy 

B 

bade (b&d), ordered; told 

ball, fine party, wiMi dancing 

band, several together 

banks, sides of earth or rock 

bare, leafless; without grass 

beak (bek), bill 

beaty get ahead of 

be-cause' (be-koz', o as in or) 

beech, a kind of tree 

be-lov'ed (be-ltiv'6d), dear; loved 

Bethle-hem (bgth'le-hSm) 

billows (bll'oz), great waves 

bitterly, painfully; hard 

blast, long note 

bleat (blet), noise made by sheep 

Bled'nock (blSd'ndk) 

bloom, blossom 

boast (host), brag 

boldly, as if he were not afraid 

bore (bor), endured; lived; held 

boughs (bouz), branches 

bowed (boud), bend 

brains (branz), wise thoughts 

breastlmot (brSst'ndt), feathers 

on the breast 
brisk^ quick; lively 
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bris'tling (brls'^llng), angry; 

threatening 
bronze (brdnz), a reddish metal 
budge (btij), move 
bur'dock (bur'dOk, u as in turn), 

a common weed 
burst (u afi in turn)^ come sud- 
denly 
busi'ness (biz'nSs), what one has 

to do 
butt (btit), strike with the head 

C 
Ca'naao (ka'n&n) 
cap'ture (kftp'tur), take by force 
car'a-van (kar'a-vftn), a number 

of people traveling together 
car'ol (kar'til), song of praise; 

Christmas hymn; sing 
cer'tain-ly (sur'tln-ll, u as in 

turn), surely 
Chank'ly Bore (ch&nk'll bor) 
charge (charj, a as in arm)y a 

duty or task given one to do 
char'i-ot (char'I-6t), a kind of 

carriage 
charm'ing (charm 'Ing, a as in 

arm), pleasing; beautiful; 

delightful 
cheat'ed (chet'6d), fooled 
chUly (chll'I), cold 
chink, crack 
chip, break open 

chis'el (chlz'61), long, sharp tool 
chris'ten-ing (kr!s''n-Ing), church 

service where a baby is named 
chuckle, laugh to one'd self 
chum {u as in turn), tub or jar 

for making butter; stir; beat 
cin'ders (sin'derz), ashes 
claimed, said he had a right to 
clasped (Id&spt), took hold of 

and held firmly 
clat'ter (kl&t'er), rattling noise 
clev'er (klgv'er), sharp; cunning 



cling, hold fast 

cloak (kl5k), loose coat 

clump (kliimp), group of bushes 

or trees 
clum'sy (kltim'zl), awkward 
clus'ter (kltis'ter), bunch 
coach and pair (k5ch), fine car- 
riage drawn by two horses 
coach'man (koch'man), driver 
cock, rooster 

colly (kori), large shepherd dog 
com'fort (ktim'fert), cheer 
coml-cal (kdml-k&l), laughable 
com-mand' (k6-mand'), order; 

control; rule 
com-plain' (k6m-planO, find fault; 

grumble 
con-cealed' (k6n-seld'), hidden 
con-fused' (kfin-fuzd'), bothered 
so they could not think clearly 
constant, going on all the time 
con-tent'ed (k6n-tSnt'6d), satis- 
fied 
con-ven'ient (k6n-ven'y§nt), 

easy; handy 
convent, home of monks or nuns 
Co'sette' (ko'zgtO 
covert, shelter; hiding-place 
crag'gy (krag'I), covered with 

rough, broken rocks 
creaked (krekt), squeaked 
cre-a'tion (kre-a'shtin), world, 

sun, moon, and stars 
crea'ture (kre'tur), any live thing 
crisp, thin and dry; easily broken 
croak'ing (krok'Ing), a frog's cry 
crushed (kriisht), mashed 
cuck-oo' (kobk-oo'), a brown bird 
curb (kurb, t^ as in turn), edge of 
the sidewalk next the street 
curious flight (ku'ri-iis), strange 

way of flying 
curt'sied (kurt'sid, ti as in turn), 
bowed 
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dain'ty (d&n'tl), delicate, pleas- 
ant; something good to eat 

daren't, do not dare 

daring, bold 

dawn, daybreak 

de-clined' (de-klmd'), refused 

deed (d§d), act 

de-lay^ (de-lftO, put off; waste 
time; make lose time 

de-li'dous (de-Hsh'tis), delight- 
ful; pleasing to the taste 

de-light' (de-lif), happiness; joy 

de-light'ful (de-lit'fo61), very 
pleasant 

dell, small valley 

den, home of a wild animal 

dew'y (da'I), wet with dew 

Di-e'go (de-a'go) 

dim'pled (dlm'pl'd), having little 
hollows like dimples 

dis-ap-peared' (dIs-&-perdO, went 
out of sight 

dis-cour'aged (dis-ktir'aj d) ; be 
discouraged, lose heart; give 
up 

down, soft, fluffy feathers 

dragoon (dr&g'tin), an imagined 
creature of great fierceness 

droop (droop), bend over 

duckling, little duck 

dumb (dtim), quiet 

dunce (dtins), stupid person 

dusk, dim light, just before dark 

dwarf (dworf, o as in or), a tiny 
person 

£ 

ea'ger (S'ger), ready to do or go 
ear'nest (ur'nest, u as in turn)^ 

thoughtful; serious 
ef-fect' (6-f6kt'), result 
effort (fif'ort), attempt 
E'gypt (e'jipt) 



elf, a fairy 

en-chant'ed (6n-chant'Sd) magic 

en-roUed' (6n-r6ld'), put on the 

Ust 
ere (ar, a as in care), before 
evermore, always; forever 
evil, wrong-doing; wrong 
ez-press' (6ks-pr6s'), tell 
ex-tremely (fiks-trem'U), very 



faint (fant), not bright or plain; 

weak 
fair (far, a as in care), pretty, 

good-looking; sweet 
faith'ful (fath'fdbl), true; steady; 
fam'ine (f&m'In), need of food 
fared, got along 
farewell, good-bye 
fashioned (f&sh'Cind), made 
fate (fat), fortune; unhappy end 
fa'vor-ite (fa'ver-Xt), liked more 

than another 
fierce (fers), furious; violent 
fi'er-y (fi'er-1), looking like fire 
firm, without moving at a\t 
firmly, tightly 
flat'ter (flat'er), please with praise 

which is not true 
flax (fi&ks), the fiber of the plant 

from which linen is made 
fled, ran away 
fleece (fles), sheep's wool 
fleecy, like the wool of a sheep 
flight (flit), flying; way of flying 
flit (flit), fly quickly 
flung, threw quickly 
flut'ter), move about excitedly; 

wave back and forth; fly 
fod'der-com (f6d'er-korn), dry 

cornstalks 
folk (f5k), people 
foot'men. men-servants 
f Oldest Cf6r'6st), thick woods 
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fork| place where a large branch 
parts into two smaUer ones 

forming, getting ready to march 

fortune, success; luck 

forward, ahead 

foxglove, a kind of flower grow- 
ing along a high stalk 

frail (fral), easily broken; weak 

Fran'cois' (Fran'swa'), a as in 
arm) 

fret'ful (frgt'fool), likely to cry 

fri'ar (frl'er), a kind of monk 

frock (frdk), dress 

front, battle-line, where the fight- 
ing goes on 

frosty, covered with frost 

fur'nish-ings (fur'nish-lngs, u as 
in turn), furniture and decora- 
tions 

fur'rows (ftir'oz), open spaces 
between the rows 



gar'den-er (gar'd'n-er, a as in 
arm), one who works in a 
garden 
garland, wreath 
garment, dress; clothing 
gath'er (gftth'er), draw close 
gay (ga), happy; bright; joyful 
glade (glad), open place in a wood 
glance, quick look 
gleam (glem), flash; shine 
glen (gl6n), narrow valley 
glide (glid)y move smoothly along 
glimpse (gllmps). a quick sight 
glit'ter-ing (gUt'er-ing), shining 
globe (glob), ball; sphere 
glow (gl5), brightness; shine 
godmother, a woman who prom- 
ises, when a child is chris- 
tened, to help it 
good-na'tuied-ly (gdod-na'ttird- 
U), kindly 



good-tem'pered (good-tSm'perd), 

pleasant; kind 
grace 'ful-ly (grSs'f 651-1), with 

light, pretty movements 
grant, allow; permit 
grasped (gr&spt), took hold of 
Greek (grek), living in Greece 
greet, welcome 
grief (grSf), sorrow; distress 
grim, fierce; stern 
grosl)eak (gr5s' bek), a bird with 

a large, thick bill 
ground, pressed hard 
guard (gard, a as in arm), protect 

from danger; defend 



handlcer-chief (h&n^er-chlf) 
handsome, good-looking; hand- 
some is, as handsome does, 

how you act matters more than 

how you look 
hare, rabbit 
haste (hast), hurry ' 
has'ten (has"n), hurry 
hearth (harth, a as in arm), fire- 
place 
heart'y, great; cheerful 
hedge (hSj), fence of bushes 
hedge'hog (h6j'h5g), a smaU 

animal covered with prickles 
heed (hed), pay attention to 
hermet (hgl'mSt), a covering 

for the head in battle 
hel'ter-skel'ter (hfil'ter-skgl'ter), 

in hurry and disorder 
hob'gob-lin (h6b'g6b-lln), mis- 

chiveous elf or goblin; brownie 
homespun, woven at home; 

coar^se; plain 
hon'or (5n'er), respect; sign of 

favor 
hor'ri-ble (h6r'I-b*l), shocking; 

terrible 
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hos'pi-tal (h5s'pl-t&l), a place in 
which sick people are cared for 
host (h^st), a great number 
huge (huj), very large; great 
hurled, thrown hard 
hut| poor, small house 



lU-tem'pered (Il-t6m'perd), cross 

im'age (Im'aj), picture 

iniiy hotel 

in'stant-ly (In'stftnt-ll), that very 

minute 
in-sult' (In-stilt'), be very rude to 
in-tend'ed (In-t6nd'6d), planned 
in-ter-rupt' (Xn-te-rtipt'), talk 

when some one else is talking 
Is'ra-el (iz'ra-61), the Hebrews; 

the Jewish people 



jackdaw, a black bird 
Jacques (zhak, a as in arm) 
Ja-pan' (ja-pftn'), the group of 

islands east of Asia 
Jeanne (zhan, a as in arm) 
jin'gling (jlng'gUng), rattling 
jol'li-est (j61'X-6st), gayest 
jolt (jolt), jerk 
jos'tle (j6s"l), push and crowd 
jour'ney (jur'nl, u as in turn), 

trip 
joyfully, happily; very gladly 



Kat-ri'na (K&t-re'na) 

keep'er (kep'er), one who guards 
or takes care of 

ker'nel (kur'ngl, u as in turn), 
inside part, which we eat 

knight (nit), man who had prom- 
ised to help any who were 
In trouble 



lan'guage (l&n'gwajV speech 
lau'rel (lo'r^l, o as in or), an 

evergreen tree or shrub 
lawn, ground covered with grass 
leaped (ISpt), jumped 
leath'er-y (16th'er-l), dry, tough 
ledge (16j), little outside shelf 
leg'end (16j'6nd), old story 
lin'ger (llng'ger), stay or wait 

long; go slowly 
lizard, a little creeping animal 
loi'ter (loi'ter) move slowly; stop 

to play 
lolli-pop (I6l1-p6p), a kind of 

candy 
longing, wishing very much 
lookout, watch ; one who watches 
lot, fortune; fate 
lowed (l6d), mooed softly 

M 

mac-a-roon' (m&k-a-roon'), a 

small cake 
mallet (margt), wooden hammer 
man'aged (m&n'ajd), done 
Manl-tou (mftnl-tob), the In- 
dian name for God 
marsh, soft, wet land, partly 

covered with water 
marsh'marl-gold (marsh'mar 1- 
gold), a yellow flower that 
grows in wet places 
mate (mat), wife; companion 
mead'ow (mfid'o), grassy field 
meeting-house, church 
mellow (mgro), ripe 
mer'chant (mur'ch&nt, u as in 
turn), man who buys and sells 
mer'ry (m6rl), jolly 
might'y (mitl), powerful 
mild (mild), gentle; kind 
mill, place where grain is ground 
millet (mtVSt), a kind of grass 
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mindy tend; object to 
mis'chief (mfs'chlf), harm 
mi'ser (mi'zer), one who has 

riches but lives poorly 
moc'ca-sin (mdk^a-s!ii), loose shoe 

made of one piece of leather 
monaster (m5n'ster), strange or 

horrible animal 
mor'tar (morter, o as in or)^ lime 

mixed with eand and water 
moss'es (m6s'6z). tiny, soft green 

plants 
mounting, dimbing; getting upon 
mourn (morn), be sorry; grieve 
murmur, make a low sound 
muse (muz), think about 

N 

Nan'nette' (nan'et') 

na'tal (na'tal), of birth 

nay (na), no 

ne'er (nar, a as in care)^ never 

neigh'bor (na'ber), one who lives 

near another 
neighed (nad), whinnied 
nip (nip), bite off 
noble, splendid; very fine 
nook (nook), little spot 

O 

o-be'di-ent (o-be'dI-6nt), doing 

what one is told to do 
o-bliged' (o-blljd'), forced; bound 
o'er (or), over; past 
old 'en (ol'd'n), very old; long ago 
o'ri-ole (o'ri-ol), a small black 

and orange-colored bird 
o'ver-come' (o'ver-ktimO gain 

victory over; got over 
o'ver-flowed' (o'ver-flod'), rose 

above 
overtake, catch up with 
oz'hide (6ks'hld), leather made 

from the skin of an ox 



page (paj), boy who waited upon 
the people in the palace 

Pa'los (pa'los, a as in arm) 

pa-poose' (pa-poos'), Indian baby 

parcel, bundle; package 

pas'ture (pas'ttir), grassy place 

patch, garden; spot 

pa'tient-ly (pa'sh6nt-ll), without 
complaint 

pat'ty (p&t'I), small pie 

Pe'bo-an (pe'b6-&n) 

peer (per), look curiously 

Pe'rez (pa'rSth) 

perfectly, entirely; exactly 

perk (purk, u as in turn)y straight- 
en up; show off 

petal, one of the small leaves 
which make up a flower 

pe'wee (pe'we), a little greenish- 
gray bird 

pierce (pers), make a way 
through 

plain (plan), clear; simple; not 
rich; a level country 

plan-ta'tion (pl&n-tSi'shtin), farm 

plead (pled), ask earnestly; beg; 
offer as excuse 

plen'ti-ful (plgn'tl-fool), full; rich; 
having enough 

plod, walk heavily and slowly 

pltmge (pltinj), dive into; fall; 
jump 

point, little thing 

porish (p6l'Ish), rub until they 
shine; make smooth or shmy 

po-si'tion (po-zlsh'tin), place 

pounce (pouns), jump quickly 

pranc'ing (pr&n'sing), springing 

pray (pra), beg; please 

precious (prfish'us), of great 
value 

pre-fer' (pre-fur', u as m tvwcxOs^ 
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pre-pare' (pre-par', a as in eare), 

make ready 
pres'ent-ly (pr6z'6nt-ll), soon; 

after a while 
pressed (prSst), ironed flat 
prompt, ready, quick; on time 
propter (prCp'er), own; which 

belongs to it 
psalm (sam, a as in arm), a 

sacred song or poem 
pumpldn (ptimp'kin) 
puz'zled (ptiz^^ld), confused 



rage (raj), great anger 
rays, beams of Mght 
rear'ing (rSr^ng), jumping around 
recounted^ told again and again 
red^poU (rM'pol), a small bird 

with a red head 
reed, tall grass growing in 

water 
re-gain' (re-ganO^ get back 
re-joiced' (re-joistO, was glad 
re-quest' (re-kw6st'), thing 

asked 
res'cued (rfis'kud), freed; helped 

out of trouble 
re-ward' (re-word', o as in or), 

pay for doing something 
rich, fancy; costly; wealthy 
rind (nnd), outer hard skin 
ring-bo'ree (rlng-bo're) 
rip'en-ing (cip'6n-lng), becoming 

ripe 
robe, flowing dress; decorations 
roo^ (rebkz), large black birds 
rough, n#t well drawn 
roy'al (refW), such as a King 

might have 
rud'dy (rttd'f)^ red 
Ru'pert (roi'pSrt^) 
rushy (rttsbf), full of rushes — 
plants growing in wet places 



rus'set (rtis'St), brown because 

dried up 
rut, track worn by wheels 



saddles, blankets with pockets 
sat'is-fied (s&t1s-f!d), contented; 

happy 
saucy, rude in a good-natured way 
scant'y (sk&n'tl), very small; 

not enough 
scorching, burning 
sconiy lack of respect 
scraml)le (skr&m'b'l), climb on 

his hands and knees 
scuffling (sktifling), good- 
natured rough play 
sea foam (se f5m), white mass of 

tiny bubbles on the shore 
search (surch, u as in turn), hunt; 

look for 
Seeg'wun (seg'wtln) 
seize (sez), grab; take by force 
sen'ti-nel (s6n'tl-n^), soldier who 

watches while others sleep 
serve, work for; wait upon; do 

things for others; treat 
sheaves (shevz), bundles 
shepherd, one who tends sheep 
shield (sheld), a frame of metal 
or wood, carried on the arm in 
battle to keep off blows 
shiv'ered (shlv'erd), trembled 
shrill (shrll), high and sharp 
shud'der (shtid'er), tremble; shiv- 
er; trembling 
shy (shi), timid 
sieve (siv), a sifter 
silence (si'lSns), quiet 
silent-ly (si'16nt-li), quietly 
sim'ple-ton (sXm'p'1-ttln), silly 

person 
sis'kin (sis'kin), smaU bird 
sYeu' d«t ^^^xi! ^«t ^ A^'Ck^ wad slim 
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8luml>er (sltLm'ber), sleep 

sly (sli), tricky; cunning 

snugy cozy; comfortable 

snuggle, cuddle 

sound, hard 

spare (a as in care), more than 
enough; give up; spare room, 
bedroom kept for company 

sparkled, shone; twinkled 

speechless, unable to speak . 

spell (spSl), magic charm 

spin'dle (spln'd'l), a round, point- 
ed stick with a notch to hold 
the yarn while spinning 

^ite (spit), ill will; meanness 

splen'did (splSn'dId), very fine; 
grand; ^orious 

spray (spra), little branch 

sprin'kled (sprln'kl'd), scattered 

squint (skwint), partly close his 
eyes in trying to see better 

squirm, twist about; wriggle 

stack (st&k), pile up 

staff (staf, a as in ask), long stick 

stared, looked suprised 

steals, walks carefully 

steer (ster), turn their flight 

Stefan (st^f'n) 

store house, building where 
things are put away 

stream (strem), river or creek; 
shine straight in 

stretch'er-bear'ers(&trgch'er-bar' 
erz, a as in care), men who 
carry wounded on stretchers 

strug'gle (strtig"l), work hard; 
fight 

study, room where one studies 

stunned (sttind), senseless; un- 
able to move 

stu'pid (stu'pid), dull; foolish 

suc-cess' (stik-s^sO) good results 

su'et (su'St), beef fat 

swamp (sw6mp), wet, low ground 



swan (swdn), large, white bird 

swarmed (swormd, o as in or), 
seemed to be many and all 
moving in different way^ 

sway'ing (swa'Ing), moving gently 

swift, very quick; fast 

T 
task, work; lesson 
tat'tered (t&t'erd), ragged 
Ta-wa'ra (ta-wa'ra, a as in arm) 
tend'ed (t6nd'6d), took care of 
tenderly, gently; lovingly 
ter'ri-er (t6r1-er), a small dog 
test, examine; try 
this'tle-down (this' 1-doun), the 

soft, feathery ripe thistle 
throne room, room where the 

King meets his visitors 
ti'dings (ti'dlngz), news 
ti'dy (ti'dl), neat; put in order 
tilt (tilt), seesaw 
Tor'ri-ble Zone (tfir'I-b'l zon) 
to'ward (to'erd) , in the direction of 
trav'el-er (trav'61-er), person go- 
ing from one place to another 
treas'ure (trSzh'tir), riches; things 

of great value 
treat, something which gives 

great pleasure; deal with 
trem'bling (trgm'bling), shaking 
trench'es (trgnch'Sz), long, deep 

ditches, in which men fought 
troop, move in crowds; large 

number (usually of soldiers) 
trou'bled (trtib'^ld), worried 
tru'ant (troo'&nt), one who stays 

away from school when he 

should go 
twin'kle (twin'k'l), gleam; look 

U 
U-lys'ses (a-lls'ez) 
un-selflsh-ness (tUiHsSlr'flsh-ngss) 
cat^ and Wiwi^^ \«t ^^Js^^Bt'^ 
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up-ris'ing (tip-rizltng), flying up 
up'roar (tip'r6r), great noise 
ut'most (tit'most), greatest 



vale (val), little valley 

valley (v&ll), low ground be- 
tween hills 

veil (val), very thin scarf 

vic'to-ry (vik'to-ri), winning of a 
battle; success in a fight 

voy'age (voi'aj) trip on the sea 

W 

wa'ges (wa'jfiz), pay for work 

wallefc (w61'6t), bag 

wand (w5nd), fairy's magic stick 



wan'der (wdn'der), walk about 

warbler, a small song bird 

war 'nor (wor'yeri o as in or), 

soldier 
weep, cry 
whip'poor-will (hwlp'poor-wll), a 

bird named from its call 
whirl, turn round quickly; drive 
wigwam, Indian hut or tent 
willful, fond of his own way 
won'der (wtin'der), surprise 
woodland, land covered with trees 



yon (y6n), that 
Your Maj'es-ty (m&j'6s-tl), 
polite name for the King 
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INTRODUCTION 

This Manual has been prepared in the belief that reading 
is the most important subject in the curriculum, and that td 
teach it effectively requires careful daily preparation. In the 
congested program of studies incident to the present-day school, 
such preparation has become exceedingly burdensome to the 
teacher. The author hopes to lighten this task by providing 
ready-to-use material which may be freely drawn upon and 
adapted to varying needs. 

Fart One contains "Suggestions for an Order of Beading" 
and "Su^ested Groupings." In "Suggested Groupings," the 
selections are arranged according* to theme, or according to 
various phases of adaptability, as. Memorizing, Beadings by 
Teacher, Public Eecitation, and Dramatization. Among the 
factors that make for efficiency in the teaching of reading, the 
purposeful organization of material holds prominent place. 

Part Two consists of "Practical Suggestions." These are 
intended to emphasize the essentials of good teaching. Primary 
reading in recent years has progressed mainly along the line of 
method rather than material. The present demand is that the 
school shall lay emphasis upon content, giving the child worth- 
while literary possessions. Attention is given to rapid silent 
reading and to the value of phrasing ability as an aid to speed 
and comprehension. 

Part Three deals with "Lesson Plans." The aim here is to 
give such ready helps by means of questions, suggestions, ex- 
planations, and word-lists, as satisfy the requirements of the ^ 
various selections. The fundamental phonetic elements not 
treated in the earlier books of the series are presented here, 
together with a review of those previously taught. All these 
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phonetics have been carefully organized with reference to the 
vowel series or according to other criteria. The beginnings of 
alphabetical arrangement of words are made in this book, pre- 
paratory to the use of the dictionary in later grades. 

In preparing this Manual, the aim has been to suggest ways 
of helping the child to overcome the difficulties which lie in the 
way of his understanding and appreciating good literature. 
Explanations and suggestions alone will not do this, but they 
will be of great service in creating conditions which make for 
genuine pleasure in reading good poetry and prose. Everything 
possible must be done, first to command the child's interest in 
the selection, and second to awaken his admiration for it. The 
teacher's expressions of pleasure in the piece, if genuine, will 
go far toward stimulating a like feeling in the minds of the 
children. 

The Helps in the Reader itself and the whole content of the 
Manual are simply hints as to ways by which the teacher may 
lead her pupils into the realm of good literature, whether in 
prose or verse. 



PART ONE 

STJGGESTIONS FOR AN ORDER OF READING 

In the Elson Readers selections are grouped according to 
theme or authorship. Such an arrangement enables the pupil 
to see the dominant ideas of the book as a whole. This purpose 
is further aided by an informal Introduction and a brief Review 
for each main group. (See Book Three, pp. 293-311.) The book, 
therefore, is not a scrapbook of miscellaneous selections, but it 
emphasizes certain fundamental ideals, making tKem stand out 
clearly in the mind of the pupil. This result can best be accom- 
plished by reading all the selections of a group in the order 
given, before taking up those of a different group. The order of 
the groups, however, may be varied to suit school conditions or 
individual preferences. 

It goes without saying that selections particularly suited to the 
celebration of special days will be read in connection with such 
festival occasions. For example, "A Thanksgiving Fable," page 
129, and "Little Pumpkin's Thanksgiving," page 130, will be 
read immediately before the Thanksgiving holiday, even if the 
class at that particular time is in the midst of some other main 
part of the Reader. Before assigning a selection out of order, 
however, the teacher should scrutinize the notes and questions, 
to make certain that no references are made within these notes to 
a discussion in an Introduction or to other selections in the group 
that pupils have not yet read. In case such references are found, 
the teacher may well conduct a brief class discussion to make 
these questions significant to the pupils. 

It is the belief of the author that many of the longer prose 
stories may well be read silently and reported on in class. (Se^ 

327 



328 THE EL80N READERS, BOOK THREE 

"Suggestions for Silent Reading," Book Three, page 306.) In 
this way the monotony incident to the reading of such selections 
aloud in class will be avoided. However, the class will wish to 
read aloud certain passages from these longer units because of 
their beauty, their dramatic quality, or the forceful way in which 
the author has expressed his thoughts. Class readings are sug- 
gested for this purpose. (See page 307, etc.) In this way read- 
ing aloud is given purposefulness. 

SUGGESTED GROUPINGS 

Selections Suitable for Memorisfing 

FAREWELL TO THE FARM (83) WHERE DO THE OLD YEARS OOf (145) 

THE FAIRIES (53) CALLING THE VIOLET (223) 

THE JUMBLIES (73) THE SCARECROW (231) 

ONLY ONE MOTHER (100) NEST EGGS (236) 

A GOOD PLAY (85) ROBIN REDBREAST (237) 

WHICH LOVED BEST? (101) THE SHELL (238) 

SUPPOSE (113) SIGNS OF THE SEASONS (245) 

WHICH WIND IS BEST? (120) FAIRYLAND (268) 

LITTLE PAPOOSE (125) VACATION TIME (292) 

A CHRISTMAS WISH (135) 

Selections Suitable for the Teacher to Bead to Pupils 

THE JUMBLIES (73) 

ONLY ONE MOTHER (100) 

THE BOY, THE BEES, AND THE BRITISH " . 

(163) 
Jacques, a red cross dog (178) 
joseph, the ruler (187) 
david, the singer (198) 
saint george and the dragon (209) 
the sleeping beauty (250) 
cinderella (256) 

HANS AND THE FOUR GREAT GIANTS 

(269) 
THE UGLY DUCKLING (278) 
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Dramatised Selections 



THE SIMPLETON (21) 
BBOTHKR fox's TAR BABY (38) 



Selections Suitable for Public Becitation 



THE MISER (14) 

THE FAIRIES (53) 

HOW DOUGHNUTS CAME TO BE MADE (55) 

THE JUMBLIES (73) 

WHICH LOVED BEST? (101) 

SUPPOSE (113) 

PEBOAN AND SEEOWUN (126) 

WHERE DO THE OLD YEARS GO? (145) 

WHY JIMMIE MISSED THE PARADE (169) 

A LITTLE LAD OF LONG AGO (174) 

THE SCARECROW (231) 

NEST EGGS (236) 

ROBIN REDBREAST (237) 

THE SHELL (238) 

SIGNS OF THE SEASONS (245) 

FAIRYLAND (268) 

VACATION TIME (292) 



Selections Adapted to Dramatization 



THE DOG AND THE HORSE (15) 

THE CLOWN AND THE FARMER (17) 

WHY THE rabbit's TAIL IS SHORT (18) 

THE BROWNIE OF BLEDNOCK (45) 

THE GOLDEN PEARS (92) 

WHICH LOVED BEST? (101) 

IRENE, THE IDLE (102) 

ULYSSES AND THE BAG OF WINDS (117) 

LITTLE PUMPKIN 'S THANKSGIVING (130) 

THE BOY, THE BEES, AND THE BRITISH (163) 

JOSEPH, THE RULER (187) 

WHAT KEPT THE CHIMNEY WAITING (233) 

THE SLEEPING BEAUTY (250) 

CINDERELLA (256) 



330 MANTJAIi l!X)E 

Seleetiona Grouped According to Theme 
HELPFULNESS: 

THE BROWNIE OF BLEDNOCE (45) 

THE FAIBT SHOES (59) 

THE BROWNIES (65) 

THE SKYLARK'S SPURS (75) 

WHICH LOVED BEST? (101) 

OLD APPLE-SEED JOHN (151) 

THE BOT, THE BEES, AND THE BRITISH (163) 

WHY JIMMIE MISSED THE PARADE (169) 

JACQUES, A RED CROSS DOG (178) 

THANKSGIVING: 

A THANKSGIVING FABLE (129) 

LITTLE PUMPKIN'S THANKSGIVING (130) 

CHRISTMAS: 

A CHRISTMAS WISH (135) 
GRETCHEN'S CHRISTMAS (137) 
THE CHRISTMAS TREE (144) 

NEW YEAR: 

WHERE DO THE OLD YEARS GO? (145) 

COLUMBUS DAT (Octoher 12): 

COLUMBUS AND HIS SON, DIEGO (156) 

LINCOLN'S BIRTHDAY (February 12): 

A LITTLE LAD OF LONG AGO (174) 

WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY (February SS): 

THE BOY, THE BEES, AND THE BRITISH (163) 
WHY JIMMIE MISSED THE PARADE (169) 

EASTER: 

AN EASTER SURPRISE (146) 

TRUTH: 

THE GOLDEN PEARS (92) 

FLATTERY: 

THE FOX AND THE CROW (16) 

DISCONTENT: 

THE STONE-CUTTER (28) 
THE OOLDEN FISH (32) 
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UNSELFISHNESS: 

JACQUES, A BED CROSS DOG (178) 

JOSEPH, THE RULER (187) 

CINDERELLA (256) 

HANS AND THE rOUR GREAT GIANTS (269) 

BOASTFULNESS: 

THE HARE AND THE HEDGEHOG (7) 

OLD HORSES KNOW BEST (13) 

THE DOG AND THE HORSE (15) 

WHY THE rabbit's TAIL IS SHORT (18) 

GBEED: 

THE MISER (14) 

THE PRINCESS WHO NEVER LAUGHED (86) 

ULYSSES AND THE BAG OF WINDS (117) 

IDLENESS : 

IRENE, THE IDLE (102) 

TBICKEBY : 

THE SIMPLETON (21) 

HUMOB : 

THE HARE AND THE HEDGEHOG (7) 

WHY THE rabbit's TAIL IS SHORT (18) 

BROTHER fox's TAR BABY (38) 

HOW DOUGHNUTS CAME TO BE MADE (55) 

A THANKSGIVING FABLE (129) 

JACK FROST AND THE PITCHER (240) 

CHEEBFULNESS: 

THE CLOWN AND THE FARMER (17) 

THE SIMPLETON (21) 

THE FAIRY SHOES (59) 

SUPPOSE (113) 

OLD APPLE-SEED JOHN (151) 

FANCIES : 

CALLING THE VIOLET (223) 
THE SCARECROW (231) 
THE SHELL (238) 
FAIRYLAND (268) 
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PART TWO 

PRACTICAL SUGGESTIONS 

How Reading Differs from Other School Studies 

Reading has for its aim aesthetic beauty — ^beauty of lan^age, 
beauty of imagery, and beauty of thought — while other school 
subjects deal primarily with information and seek utilitarian 
ends. Except music and art, reading is the only study which 
by its appeal to the sense of beauty, to the imagination, and to 
the emotional life of children, refines and spiritualizes their 
natures. It is a counteracting influence to the hardening effects 
of drill studies. It is, therefore, a serious mistake to allow the 
reading lesson to degenerate into mere "reading for informa- 
tion." The period of the regular reading lesson should be re- 
served for giving to the children literary possessions, and for 
filling their minds with those beautiful imaginative pictures 
which Wordsworth tells us are "the bliss of solitude." 

The facts of life with which literature deals are "dressed up," 
set in a picture, as it were, by the magic touch of the imagina- 
tion. Thus Hawthorne tells us of daybreak in this imaginative 
way: 

Day had hardly peeped over the hills. 

In literature the homely objects of everyday life are given 
beauty and new meaning by means of poetic fancies and figures, 
lianguage itself is made beautiful by means of rime, rhythm, 
refrain, alliteration, and pleasing combinations of sounds. 

In reading, therefore, the teacher should look for gains, not 
merely in the number of facts acquired, but also in results of 
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an aesthetic kind — gains in the child's ability to see and appre- 
ciate beauty of language and figures of speech; gains in the 
child's store of mental pictures and in the picture-making power ; 
gains, too, in emotional experience and in strength of moral 
judgments. At the same time the wise teacher will stimulate 
a corresponding progress in ability to grasp literary structure — 
the plan or plot. 

Now, beauty of conduct appeals to our emotions quite as 
much as beauty of expression. A courageous deed or an un- 
selfish act on the part of characters whom children meet in 
literature touches their emotions and kindles their strong ad- 
miration. In this way the children's horizon of experience is 
steadily expanded, and their moral judgments are quickened 
through stories and poems read in school. 

Thus reading is infinitely more than fact-gathering; it seeks 
facts, plus a different kind of result from that sought in other 
studies, for it stimulates and trains the imagination, the emo- 
tions, and the character in a way peculiarly its own. 

The Right Kind op Reading IVLlterial 

Interesting material is the most important factor in teaching 
children to read. What kind of literature grips the interest 
and holds the attention continuously for long periods of time? 
Unquestionably it is literature that is strong in the story ele- 
ment; it is the plot that interests. Children read to find out 
"what is going to happen next" in the story ; mere informational 
material does not satisfy them. Literature, to interest children, 
must be imaginative; it must enter their make-believe world 
and transform commonplace objects into the fanciful; it must 
recall experiences of their own; it must satisfy their love for 
action ; it must appeal for approval or disapproval to their emo- 
tions of joy, love, hate, pride, and the rest. With such litera- 
ture, children read for something which appeals to them as 
worth while, and they are repaid by a satisfying story. 
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The Organization of Beading Material 

Beading material, if it is to do effective work, must be pur- 
posefully organized. In this book, selections that center about 
a common theme are grouped into distinct units. This arrange- 
ment enables the pupil to see the larger ideas of the book as a 
whole, instead of looking upon it as a scrapbook of miscellaneous 
selections. For example, fables and folk tales constitute the 
first unit of the book. A simple introduction, page 293, gives 
the pupil a forecast of the group, and a backward look, or re- 
view (see last paragraph of page 295), tends to strengthen his 
feeling for the group as a whole. Pupils should read this intro- 
duction before reading the selections of the group, for the in- 
troduction tells them what to expect ; and after they have read 
all the selections of the unit they should answer the questions 
on the group as a whole, found in the last paragraph of page 
295. In connection with this review, the panel picture introduc- 
ing the group, at the top of page 293, will come to have meaning 
to the pupils. For example, what story in this group does the 
picture of the crow suggest? The picture of the rabbit? etc. 
Other groups are similarly organized and should have like treat- 
ment. 

The Importance op Clear Understanding 

It goes without saying that children should understand what 
they read. This has to do with the meaning and use of words ; 
the finding of the central thought of the selection ; the effect of 
certain phrases, clauses, and sentences ; and a definite grasp of 
allusions, idioms, comparisons, and figurative expressions. Child- 
hood is a period of rapid growth of ideas and there should be 
a corresponding growth of vocabulary. Children are learning 
to pronounce words correctly; to put more and more "content" 
into them as experience widens and deepens ; to observe the apt- 
ness of the words used in their reading and to be more exact 
in their selection and use. The teacher is constantly challeng- 
ing the pupil for the meaning of expressions which he meets in 
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the reading lesson. Good practice requires that pupils shall first 
determine the meaning of words from their use in the context, 
and then verify and correct this opinion by reference to the 
Word List in the back of the Reader, pages 312-320. Similarly, 
the Helps to Study, containing explanatory and suggestive 
notes, will be found on pages 293-311. These aids make it pos- 
sible for the teacher to send children to simply-stated sources 
of information, where they can help themselves and in this way 
make the preparation of the reading lesson meaningful and 
effective. 

Silent and Okll Beading 

This book includes abundant material for both silent and oral 
reading (See The Elson Reader, Book Three, page 306). Obvi- 
ously both of these kinds of reading should claim attention in 
this grade. We read silently both for the story-plot and for 
fact-gathering. In all their reading at home and at school 
pupils should be encouraged to read as fast as they can, but not 
so fast that they fail to get the thought. Eye-span is a prime 
factor in fixing the rate of reading. Rapid silent readers gain 
from their reading more facts and better understanding of the 
plot than slow readers do. 

Tests should be applied in silent reading. Pupils may be 
tested for speed by keeping a record of the time each requires 
to read a given selection, and for thought-getting ability by the 
nuriibw of correct answers each gives to a series of five or ten 
questions prepared by the teacher or found under Helps to 
Study, pages 293-311. Or, they may be judged by their ability 
to tell the main thoughts of the story. 

In the prose selections suggested for silent reading, you will 
wish to have pupils read aloud certain units because of their 
beauty or the forceful way in which the author has expressed 
his thoughts. Class readings are suggested for this purpose. 
(See The Elson Redder, Book Three^ page 301^ . l\i. ^gs^^sc^^ 
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poetry should be read aloud, for much of the beauty of poe"*77 
lies in its rhythm. 

Eye Movement and Phrasing Ability 

In reading, the eye moves along the line by leaps or jumps, 
making pauses by the way. Dr. Huey has pointed out that slow 
readers read a word at a time, while rapid readers visualize 
complete phrases, making only a few pauses per line. By sci- 
entific tests Dr. Gray has shown that the average number o^ 
eye pauses for eight elementary-school pupils rated as good reai-" 
ers was 6.1 per line, while that of nine pupils of like grad^- 
rated as poor readers was 10.8. Thus, the ability to take 
longer groups of words — ^phrasing ability — ^is an importanr 
factor in reading efficiency. In oral reading the distance tha — ^ 
the eye travels in advance of the voice is called the eye-voic-^ ^ 
span. Investigations by Dr. John A. O'Brien, Director, Colum^^' 
bus Foundation, University of Illinois, and other investigator^^^> 
show that good readers have a longer eye-voice span than poo -^^^ 
readers. In the early grades, where oral reading predominate^^ ^ 
the eye-voice span should steadily increase and the number cc^::::^^ 
eye pauses should decrease. 

A simple experiment for showing the eye movement may \^r^ 
made by standing behind the reader and holding a hand-mirr^ ^or 
in front of the reader's eyes in such i)osition as will show tW. —he 
eye movement. Indeed, by this experiment one can rougk^Knly 
determine the number of pauses the eye makes per line, ^ir^onee 
the eye span affects rate in reading, practice should be given U) 
increase the eye span. Excessive drill on isolated words, so 
common in phonetic systems of beginning reading, tends to 
establish the habit of a short eye span, whereas drill on phram^es 
and groups of words tends to develop the habit of a long ^ye 
span, so essential to speed and comprehension. 

The Elson-Runkel Method makes definite provision foi^ estab- 
lishing the habit of phra&mg. lii\\i%^TOfiL«tA^^ww^ the uie 
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of flash cards (New Set IV), phrasing practice is given on 
word-groups. This drill is supplemented by the use of phrase 
cards (New Set VI) for seat work. This practice is further 
supplemented by the use of seat work cards (New Set VII- A) 
for Silent Beading. In Books One and Two, New Sets VII-B 
and VII-C provide for continuing this practice in Silent Bead- 
ing. These cards provide* tests for comprehension and at the 
same time supply seat work of an educative kind. Such exer- 
cises, supported by the free use of the blackboard, tend to de- 
crease the niimber of eye pauses, to increase the reading rate, 
and thus to aid in thought-getting. 

Story-Telling 

Story-telling holds a commanding place in the primary grades. 
It is a natural method of early training, for children enter 
school in full control of the machinery of learning by ear. 
To children, it is the most pleasing method of instruction, for 
by it they are relieved of the burdensome difiSculties which 
claim their attention in reading. They can give the imagina- 
tion full play, and are in this way enabled to hold in mind both 
the entire story and the parts or incidents which compose it. 
Moreover, they can follow the run of events in the story with- 
out the handicaps which, in reading, submerge them in the 
maze of words on the printed page. Again, story-telling has 
great value as a means of varying the reading lesson. Finally, 
it offers an effective method for giving pupils the thread of a 
selection before they begin to study it in detail. 

Dramatized Selections 

Stories arranged in dramatic form appeal strongly to children. 
Selections treated in this way give a reality and a vividness not 
to be secured by any other means. They are particularly helpful 
in impressing ujion pupils the successive steps in the plot-de- 
yelopment. 
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In this Reader, two stories are presented in dramatized form — 
"The Simpleton" and "Brother Fox's Tar Baby." These stories 
are well adapted to responsive reading and also provide eflfective 
plays for purposes of entertainment. While they may be ren- 
dered to good advantage in the classroom without the aid of 
stage or costume, they also lend themselves to a more elaborate 
presentation. 

There are many other selections in the Reader that are suited 
to dramatic treatment; these should be arranged for this pur- 
pose by the teacher, or by the pupils under her guidance. Such 
exercises should be made as simple as possible with the mate- 
rial at hand— chairs, the teacher's desk, and the usual school- 
room furnishings. After a story has been dramatized, the 
teacher should have it read again to observe the gains in vivid- 
ness of thought and quickened feeling. For an example of this 
plan see page 391. . 

Memorizing 

Children should memorize and recite many of the shorter 
poems, particularly those having beauty of rhythm, of thought, 
or of imagery. The requirements of seasonal and festival occa- 
sions, and of variety and humor, furnish motives for learning 
poems of Nature, of fancy, of patriotism, and of fun. Through 
memorizing and reciting, pupils grow in power both to appre- 
ciate and to express. Not only should the poems chosen, be 
worthy as poetry, but they should be within the comprehension 
of the children. The primary grades are the golden age for 
memorizing. But this faculty should be focused upon thoughts 
rather than upon words. This means that the mental pictures 
must be vivid ; indeed, the first step in memorizing is to get the 
meaning ; the rest is then an easy problem. For children, shoul 
be guided by the thought-structure and not by the mere arbi 
trary memory of words. Since the child's natural way of learn 
ing is by ear, the teacher may well read aloud lines or 
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to be memorized and have the pupils repeat them after her. 
Occasionally a good reader in the class may be chosen for this 
purpose instead of the teacher. 

Summarizing Literary Possessions 

Prom time to time, pupils should be asked to make from 
memory lists of stories and poems they have read in school. 
Later they should verify and correct these lists by comparing 
with the Reader, classifying the selections according to any 
criteria that appeal to them — as prose and poetry; stories and 
poems of patriotism, of courage, of Nature, of kindness, of 
perseverance, etc. ; those by authors they particularly like ; their 
favorite poems; their favorite stories, etc. Such a plan serves 
to organize their reading and to keep alive in their memories 
selections which they would otherwise lose sight of. Moreover, 
the habit of making a summary stimulates pupils' pride in, 
and appreciation of, their rich and growing store of literary 
possessions. 

Reading Favorite Selections 

An occasional lesson should be given, in which children call 
for their favorite selection to be read in class, or in which each 
pupil reads his favorite piece to the class. Thoughtful teachers 
occasionally ask the question, "What shall we read next, chil- 
dren?" Such an exercise furnishes children an opportunity 
to express their preferences and to show their standards of 
taste. In this way, too, they come to make familiar friends 
of some genuinely worthy pieces of literature. Such pieces do 
not suffer by being read again and again. The classroom should 
help pupils to establish a discriminating taste, for outside the 
school this fixes their standard of selection. The beauty they 
find in the literature read in school will have much to do in 
determining this standard. 



1 
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The Personal Touch 

It is desirable to establish a vital connection between the 
pupils and the selection, for it is the personal touch of interest 
that counts with children. Recognizing this fact, the author 
has chosen stories that largely center around characters and in- 
cidents that are significant to the normal child through his own 
experience. The teacher will utilize this basis of personal knowl- 
edge by reviving the experiences of the children. This gives 
a sense of reality to the story and enables pupils to realize in 
imagination the events they read about. 

Children's Limited Experience 

It goes without saying, however, that no body of material 
can be chosen that is wholly based upon experiences common 
to all children. When the teacher finds a story, or an incident 
in a story, that deals with experiences foreign to some of the 
children, it must be made meaningful to them. There are many 
ways of giving such a passage significance and, therefore, vivid- 
ness. The teacher recounts experiences of her own that are 
similar to those described in the story. She has seen what the 
characters in the narrative saw, or something quite like it; so 
she tells about it. She may directly, by means of objects, or 
indirectly, by means of pictures, supply the necessary concrete 
experience. Whatever method she employs, it is important that 
she should avoid the common mistake of assuming that the 
printed name of an object calls up to the children its appro- 
priate mental picture, when in fact the word has no significance 
whatever. A safe maxim for the teacher is "Be sure that the 
pupils have mental images corresponding to the words they 
read." 

Assigning the Lesson 

The importance of the lesson-assignment, a fundamental factor 
in successful teaching, is frequently underestimated. The wige 
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teacher comes to class ready to make assignment for the next 
day's lesson. She takes adequate time to go into details with 
pupils in regard to the lesson that they are to prepare. No 
better use of her time can be made. Mistakes in assignment are 
usually due to haste and unpreparedness on the teacher's part. 
Too often the assigning of the lesson is set aside with the words, 
"Take the next two pages," etc. However, if the lesson is to be 
eflFective, the text-assignment should represent a thought-unit — 
a natural division of the selection. Moreover, in her directions 
to pupils, the teacher should distinguish between the things 
which they can do by their individual efforts, and the things 
for which they need classroom guidance. "Take the next two 
pages" does not mean much to pupils. 

In this Reader, explanatory and suggestive questions are 
found under the heading, Helps to Study. These should be 
made a definite part of the assignment. It will be noticed that 
many of these questions are re-stated in Part III of the Manual. 
This is done with the distinct purpose of insuring that all phases 
of the assigned lesson will be discussed in the recitation. In 
addition to the points brought out in Helps to Study, the Manual 
contains, in Part Three, meny other questions and suggestions 
to stimulate observation and inquiry. These may well be written 
upon the blackboard for the pupils, as a further part of the 
assignment. 

What Preparation Can Pupils Make? 

First, pupils can read carefully the text of the thought-unit 
assigned. They can list words the pronunciation or meaning of 
which they are doubtful about; also sentences the meaning of 
which they do not understand. 

Second, they can learn the correct pronunciation and spelling 
of words which the teacher, recognizing as difficult in spelling, 
pronunciation, or meaning, has assigned them. 

Third, they can write definitions of certain words and phrases, 
giving the meaning they think apt from the use in the context. 
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Then, in a parallel column they can verify this list, correcting 
by reference to the Word List. 

Fourth, they can, in like manner, write their own interpreta- 
tion of certain allusions and comparisons assigned by the teacher, 
using the explanatory notes found in Helps to Study for verify- 
ing and correcting. They can also prepare questions on the 
lesson designed to bring out the chief points of interest and 
value. They can prepare answers to questions assigned by the 
teacher, giving their opinions or preferences relative to word- 
pictures or passages which express beauty of melody or of fancy. 



PART THREE 
LESSON PLANS 

Assignment of Lesson: 

The teacher awakens interest in the selection by relating some of the 
incidents and by asking a few questions. She assigns part (a 
thought-unit) or all of the selection to be read carefully and studied, 
asking pupils to prepare upon points definitely assigned. See 
"Assigning the Lesson," page 340, and "What Preparation Can 
Pupils Makef " page 341. 

Pupils' Preparation: 

Pupils read carefully the text-assignment. They find answers to the 
assigned questions and prepare themselves upon such allusions, com- 
parisons, and questions relating to the interpretation or application 
of the text, as are pointed out by the teacher in her assignment. 
(The Word List and Helps to Study furnish data which will enable 
pupils to make the preparation of the reading lesson effective.) 

Getting the Central Thought of the Selection: 

In silent reading, pupils report in class on the selection read out of 
class. Teacher tests for speed and comprehension. In oral reading, 
the teacher tells the story briefly; or she reads it aloud, merely for 
the story. Or one or more pupils may be asked to tell or read the 
story. 

Studying the Lesson in Class: 

The teacher finds out what pupils know, and extends and deepens this 
knowledge. As each unit is studied, it is read aloud to bring out 
the correct expression, except when silent reading is used. 

Beading the Lesson Aloud in the Light of the Above Study: 

The entire selection is read for the pleasure of the story, to give unity 
to it, and to gain practice in oral reading. If the method of silent 
reading is used, particular units may be read aloud. 

343 
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FABLES AND POLK TALES 

THE HAEE AND THE HEDGEHOG 

Bead what is said about the orgranization of reading material on page 
334 of this Manual. Direct the attention of pupils to the organization of 
the material of the Header. Have them turn to the Table of Oontents, 
pages 3 and 4, and point out : (a) the name of the first group of selections ; 
(b) the title of the first story of this group; (c) the title of the last story 
in the group. Have them read what is said about fables and folk tales 
on page 293, and then tell you: (1) who ^sop was and what kind of stories 
he wrote; (2) which stories in this group were told by iBsop. Ask ques- 
tions to bring out the main thoughts of the story ''The Hare and the 
Hedgehog^'" including those found in the Beader on page 294. 

Beview the short vowel sounds and show that a vowel placed at the be- 
ginning of a word or in the middle of a word is short, as in am, an, at: 

ah — cah, dab, nah, Rah, tab, crah, drah, grah, slah, stah 

ad — had, fad, gad, had, lad, mad, pad, sad, brad, clad, shad 

ag—hag, fag, gag, lag, nag, rag, sag, tag, wag, brag, crag, drag, 

flag, snag, stag • 
am — dam, ham, jam, ram, cram, gram, clam, slam, sham, swam 
an — can, fan, man, pan, ran, tan, clan, plan, span, than 
ap — cap, gap, lap, map, nap, rap, sap, tap, chap, clap, flap, slap, 

snap, trap 
at — cat, fat, pat, rat, sat, chat, flat, slat, spat 
ed — bed, fed, led, Ned, red, bled, fled, sled, shed, sped 
eg— beg, keg, leg, peg 
em — hem, stem, them 

en — den, hen, men, pen, ten, then, when, wren 
ep — step 
et — bet, get, jet, let, met, net, pet, set, wet, yet, fret, whet 

OLD HOBSES KNOW BEST 

Ask questions to bring out the main thoughts of the story, including 

those found in the Beader on page 294. The following will suggest others : 

1. !Find the line that tells of the young horse's boast. 2. One of King 

Solomon's proverbs is "Pride goeth before destruction and a haughty 

spirit before a fall"; do you think it fits this casef 3. Bead lines which 
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the picture on page 13 illustrates. 4. What does tumbling make 70U seef 
5. What does it add to the sentence in which it is usedf 6. Why is this 
story suited to this group of selections? 

Continue the review of the short vowels as in the previous lesson, such as 
it, id, in: 

ib — fib, jib, rib, crib 

id — bid, did, hid, kid, lid, rid, skid, slid 

im — him, Jim, rim, vim, brim, grim, prim, trim, skim, slim, swim, 

whim 
in — bin, din, fin, kin, pin, sin, tin, win, grin, chin, shin, thin, 

skin, spin, twin 
ip — dip, hip, Jip, tip, lip, nip, rip, sip, drip, grip, trip, strip, 

clip, flip, slip, snip, ship, whip, chip, skip 
it — bit, fit, hit, lit, kit, pit, sit, wit, grit, flit, slit, knit 



THE MISER 

The following questions, in addition to those found in the Reader, page 
294, may be helpful in bringing out the main thoughts of the story: 1. 
Why do you think the miser dug up his gold every weekf 2. What advice 
was given him? 3. Was it good advice? 4. Why is this story called a 
fable? 5. Who is the author? 6. Read the entire story to bring out the 
meaning clearly. 7. Tell the meaning of treasure and grief, (a) froui 
context, (b) from the Word List. 

Continue the review of the short vowels as in the previous lessons, such as 
on, ox: 

ob — Bob, cob, fob, job, mob, rob, sob, knob, throb 

od — cod, God, hod, nod, pod, rod, sod, prod, trod, clod, plod, shod 

og—bog, cog, dog, fog, hog, jog, log, tog, clog, flog, frog 

op — cop, hop, lop, mop, pop, sop, top, crop, drop, prop, flop, 

slop, chop, shop, stop 
on — onward, yonder 
ox— box, fox, pox d 
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THE DOG AND THE HOESE 

Use the questions in the Beader, page 294. Also the following: 1. 
What picture does the first paragraph give you? 2. What may we learn 
from this story? 3. Can you tell why this story has been told by folks 
for so many years? 4. Tell the meaning of guard, (a) from context, (b) 
from Word List. 5. Bead the whole story aloud to bring out how the 
horse and dog differed in their opinion of each other's worth to the farm. 

Continue the review of the short vowels as in the. previous lessons, such as 

ub — cub, hub, rub, tub, club, grub, snub, stub 

ug — bug, dug, hug, jug, lug, mug, pug, rug, drug, plug,- slug ^ 

snug, chug 
ud — bud, cud, mud, suds, thud 

um — bum, gum, hum, mum, sum, chum, drum, plum, slum, scum 
tm — bun, dun, fun, gun, nun, pun, run, sun, shun, spun, stun 
up — cup, pup, sup 
ut — but, cut, hut, jut', nut, rut, shut, strut 

THE FOX AND THE CBOW 

Use the questions found in the Eeader, page 294. Also the following: 
1. Have you ever seen a crow? 2. What did the fox think about the crow's 
piece of cheese? 3. How did he try to get the cheese away from the crow? 

4. Do you think it was a clever plan? 5. Have you ever seen a fox or a 
picture of one? 6. Bead the entire story to bring out the thought clearly. 

Beview all the short vowels as given in previous lessons. 

For practice : 

habit cabin rabbit 

robin goblin splendid 

napkin timid catnip 

THE CLOWN AND THE FABMEB 

1. Where did the incident related in this story happen? 2. How did 
the clown fool the people? 3. Have you ever seen a clown? 4. Where? 

5. What promise did the farmer make? 6. How did he fool the people 
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the next day? 7. Have you ever heard a pig's squeal f 8. Bead the entire 
story for the fun there is in it. 

Beview the long vowel and the silent e: 

abe — hahe 

ace — From race develop c and the following words: race, face, 

lace, mace, pace 
ade — fade, jade, made, wade^ grade, trade, blade, shade, spade 
afe — safe, chafe 
ake — bake, cake, fake, lake, make, quake, rake, sake, take, wake, 

brake, drake, flake, slake, shake, snake, stake 
ale — bale, dale, gale, hale, kcUe, male, pale, sale, tale, vale, scale, 

whale 
ame — came, dame, fame, game, lame, name, same, tame, blame, 

flame, frame, shame 
ane — bane, cane, Jane, lane, mane, pane, vane, plane, crane 
ape — cape, tape, drape, grape, shape 
ase — base, case, vase, chase 
ate — date, fate, gate, hate, Kate, late, mate, rate, crate, grate, 

plate, slate, skate, state 
ave — cave, gave, lave, nave, pave, rave, save, wave, brave, cravCf 

grave, shave, slave, stave 

WHY THE BABBIT'S TAIL IS SHOBT 

Use the questions found in the Beader, page 295. Also the following: 
1. Have you ever seen a rabbit? 2. What color was it? 3. Find the lines 
which the picture on page 20 illustrates. 4. What were the alligator's 
words of greeting to the rabbit? 5. What trick did the rabbit think he 
would play on the alligator? 6. What was the object of the trick? 7. 
Have you ever seen an alligator? 8. Find lines that have humor in them. 
9. Tell the meaning of juicy from the context. 

Continue the review of the long vowel and the silent e: 

ene — scene 
ere — here, mere 
ese — these 
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ibe — jibe, bribe, tribe 

ide — bide, hide, ride, side, tide, wide, bride, pride, glide, slide, 

inside 
ife — fife, life, wife, knife 
ike — dike, hike, like, pike 
He — file, mile, pile, tUe, vUe, stUe 

For practice : 

happened side swim 

poked line hopped 

^ THE SIMPLETON 

Use the questions in the Beader, page 295. Also the following: 1. 
What does the picture on page 21 Ulustrate? 2. Bead the lines that the 
picture illustrates. 3. What does the picture on page 27 illustrate? 4. 
Who first told this story! 

I 

Continue the review of the long vowel and the silent e : 

ime — dime, lime, rime, time, crime, slime 

ine — dine, fine, kine, line, mine, nine, pine, tine, vine, wine, 

brine, shine, twine, spine, swine 
ipe — pipe, ripe, wipe, snipe, tripe 
ire — dire, fire, hire, mire, tire, spire 
ise — rise, wise 

ite—biie, mite, quite, rite, site, white, spite, sprite 
ive — dive, five, hive, live, drive, knives, thrive 

Select all the words in the lesson having the long sound of the vowel and 

the silent e, 

« 

II 



For practice : 






that 


palace 


fine 


mine 


here 


these 


then 
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III 

Continue the review of the long vowel and the silent e. 

obe — robe, globe 

ode — bode, code, mode, rode 

ole — hole, mole, pole, role, sole, stole, whole 

ome — dome, home, tome 

one — bone, cone, hone, lone, tone, zone, drone, shone, stone 

ope — hope, mope, pope, rope, slope 

ore — bore, core, mbre, sore, tore, wore, score, shore, store 

ose — From nose develop s and the following words: hose, pose, 

rose, close, those 
ote — dote, note, vote, wrote 
ove — cove, hove, wove, clove, drove, grove, stove, throve 

THE STONE-CUTTER 

Use the questions found in the Reader, page 295. 1. What is the work 
of a stone-cutter f 2. Why was th'e stone-cutter not happy as a prince t 
3. What things do you think are necessary to happiness? 

Continue the review of the long vowel and the silent e: 

ube — cube, tube 

ule — mule 

une — June, tune 

ure — cure, lure, pure 

use — useful, useless 

ute — cute, jute, lute, mute, flute 



For practice : 








stone-cutter 


rays 


chisel 


granted 


rice 


mallet 


home 


useful 



THE GOLDEN FISH 

Use the questions found in the Reader, page 295. 1. Why did the kind- 
hearted fisherman put the fish back into the water? 2. What promise did 
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the fish makef 3. Have you ever seen anyone who, like the fisherman's 
wife, was hard to satisfy! 4. What lesson did she learn f 5. TeH the 
meaning of disobey from the context. 

Show that when two vowels are together in a word, we usual'y use the 
sound of the first, and the second is silent: 

ea — pea, sea, tea, flea 
' ead — bead, lead, mead, read, plead 

eak — beak, leak, peak, squeak, weak, bleak, sneak, speak 

eaf — leaf, sheaf 

ecd — deal, meal, peal, seal 

earn — beam, cream, dream, steam 

can — bean, dean, mean, clean 

eap — heap, leap, reap, cheap 

ear — dear, fear, gear, hear, near, rear, tear, year, clear, shear, 

spear 
eat — beat, heat, meat, neat, cheat, bleat, treat, wheat 
each — beach, peach, reach, teach, preach 
ease — tease, please 
east — beast, feast, yeast 
eave — leave, weave, sheaves 



For practice : 








sea 


golden 


swam 


popped 


fine 


white 


awake 


hut 


beaver 


eaten 


season 


reason 


appear 


teapot 


dreariness 


beneath 



BROTHER FOX 'S TAB BABY 

Use questions found in the Reader, page 295. 1. Why do you think 

Brother Rabbit would not help Brother Fox to build a house f 2. What 

reason did he give for not doing sof 3. Why do you thibk Brother Fox 

would not allow Brother Rabbit to share with him in using the house f 

4. What words make yon think aoY 5. Read the lines which the picture 
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on page 41 illustrates. 6. Bead the story to bring out ^he thoughts clearly ; 
two pupils will read Act I, two other pupils will read Act II, and still 
another two pupils will read Act III. 7. Tell the meaning of scorching, 
(a) from context, (b) from the Word List. 8. Emphasize the group idea 
by using the questions found in the last paragraph of page 295. 

Blends : 

bl— black, blade, blame, bleach, bleak, blear, bleat 

cl — clad, clam, clamp, clan, clqw, clean, clear, cleat, cleave, click, 

clime, cling, clod, clog, cluck 
fl — flag, flap, flank, fUU', flaw, flake, flame, fled, flee, fleet, 

flip, fling, flit, flight, flog, flop 
gl — glad, glade, glide, gleam, glean, globe, glum 
pi — plan, plat, place, plane, plate, plead, pleat, plod, plug 
si — slack, slab, slam, slap, slat, sleak, sleet, slid, slim, slip, slit, 

slide, slime, slop, slope, slug, slum 



For practice : 








fox" 


hot 


thank 


alone 


hide 


tracks 


steal 


fire 



BROWNIES AND FAIRIES 

I 

THE BROWNIE OF BLEDNOCK 

Have pupils turn to the Table of Contents, page 3, and point out: (a) 
the name of the second group of selections; (b) the title of the first story 
in the group; (c) the title of the last story in the group. Have them read 
what is said about brownies and fairies on page 296. Ask questions to 
bring out the main thoughts of this story, including those -found in the 
Beader on page 296. The following questions may be suggestive and help- 
ful: (a) 1. At what time of day did the brownie come to the village? 2. 
What season was it? 3. FiYid lines that tell how the brownie looked. 4. 
In what way were the boys rude to him? (b) 1. Tell who Granny Dun- 
can was. 2. Tell how she looks, as you imagine her. 3. Do you know any- 
one that looks like your picture of her? 4. What picture do these words 
make you see: ''Then everybody greyv^ very brave, and crowded around 
him"? 5. Do you see Granny Duncan in your picture? (c) 1, Have you 
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a picture of the barn where the brownie slept? 2. What do you see in jour 
picture? 3. Tell of all the different kinds of work that Aiken-Drum did. 
4. What picture does the last paragraph on page 51 make you see? (d) 
1. Why did the poor woman make him -a coat? 2. Can you use another 
word for "serves"? 3. How does this story help you? 

Drill on the following blends, when needed: 

br — brace, brad, brake, bran, bride, brine, brown, brother 

cr — crab, crag, cram, crane, crape, crate, crave, creak, creep, 

crib, crime, crop, croon, cry 
dr — drab, drag, drain, drake, dram, drank, drape, draw, drawn, 

dray, dream, drear, drip, drone, drop, drove, drug, drum 
gr — grab, grace, grade, grain, gram, grand, grape, grate, grave, 

. great, greed, grill, grin, grit, grown, grub 
fr — frail, frame, frank, freak, Fred, freeze, fret, fright, frock, 

frog, frown, afraid 
pr — prank, pray, preach, price, prick, pride, prim, prime, prod, 

prone, prop 
tr — trace, track, trade, trail, tram, trap, treat, tribe, trim, trip, 

trod, troll, trot, trout, trump, trust, try 
sir — strap, straw, stray, streak, stream, stride, strike, string, 

strip, stripe, strode, strong 
thr — three, thresh, thrill, thrive, throb, throw, thrust 
spr — sprat, spray, spread, sprig, sprite, spring, sprout 
scr — scrape, scratch, scream, screen, scrub 

For practice : 

Blednock queer strange hooted 

knocked screamed dropped heap 

street afraid stacked 

THE FAIRIES 

The following questions in addition to those found in the Reader, page 

296, may be drawn upon: 1. What does trooping make you see? 2. Find 

all the different names the fairies are called in the first stanza. 3. Where 

does the second stanza tell you the fairies live? 4. Who is it that is aXi 

niffht awaked 5. Write the words all night awake as you would use th^n 
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to ezproBS this thonght. 6. Why did the poet use them in this order f 7. 
Have jou ever seen frogs! 8. What do the first four lines of the third 
stanza mi^e you see? 9. What do the last four lines of the third stania 
make you see? 10. Have you ever seen a thorn tree? 11. Do you think 
of thorn trees as giving pleasure? 12. Point out the lines that rime. 13. 
Memorize and recite the poem. 

For study: 

fairies airy rushy fear 

jacket rocky shore sea-foam 

hillside planted spite thorn 



HOW DOUGHNUTS CAME TO BE MADE 

Use the questions in the Beader, page 297. The following may also be 
drawn upon: 1. What picture does the first paragraph give you? 2. What 
does the second paragraph add to your picture? 3. What picture does the 
third paragraph give you? 4. Which of the dainties that you see in your 
picture do you like best? 5. Why do you think the author compares the 
little Fairy to a rose? 6. What does the paragraph beginning *'The little 
Cook had dinner all ready" make you see? 7. Which of the dainties 
served the Fairy do you like best? 8. What does the last paragraph on 
page 57 make you see? Bead the paragraph aloud to bring out your 
picture. 9. Tell how the little Cook got a wedding ring. 10. Write a list 
of the dainties they gave to the village preacher. 11. Why did they often 
make doughnuts after this? 

Blends : 

sh — shad, shade, shake, sham, shame, shape, shave, sheaf, shear, 
shed, sheep, sheet, shin, shine, shock, shod, shone, shook, 
shoot, shop, shore, shot, should, shove, shun, shut 

th — that, the, thee, them, then, there, these, this, thy, thick, thin, 
think, third, thorn 

wh — whack, whale, wheat, wheel, when, where, whet, while, 
whim, whine, whip, white 

ch — chain, chill, chase, cheap, cheat, cheer, chide, chime, chin, 
chip, chop, chore, chug, chum 
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For study: 

black brown snowy spoon spice 

plum cakes lemon whipped quail 

THE FAIEY SHOES 

The Fairy's Gitt 

Use the questions found in the Header, page 297. Point out the two 
divisions or parts of the story: **The Fairy's Gift" and *'Tim Iieams 
a Lesson." The following questions may be helpful: 1. What is a 
''christening feast"? 2. Find the lines which the picture on page 61 
illustrates. 3. Tell the meaning of errand from context; parcel, loiter 
(a) from context, (b) from Word List. 

Tim Learns a Lesson 

1. What season was it when Tim put on the fairy shoes? 2. What flowers 
are mentioned? 3. Have you ever seen marigolds? 4. Where do marsh 
marigolds grow? 5. By what name did Tim call them? (beauties). 6. 
To what did Tim compare them? 7. Do you think Tim loved flowers? 8. 
Why do you think the children laughed when Tim entered the room? 9. 
Find the lines which the picture on page 64 illustrates. 10. What lesson 
did Tim learn? 

Blends : 

kn — knapsack, knead, kneel, knife, knit, knock, knot, know 

$n — snag, snail, snake, snap, sneak, sneer, sneeze, sniff, snipe, 

snore, snow, snuff, snug 
sk — skate, skid, skill, skim, skin, skip, sky 
sp — space, spade, span, spat, sparrow, spear, speak, sped, speed, 

spell, spill, spin, spire, spoon, spot, spout, spy 
st — stab, stack, stage, staid, stain, stamp, stand, stay, steal, steam, 

steel, steep, stem, step, stick, still, stock, stone, stop, store, 

stout, stove, sty 



For study : 








string 


opened 


pair 


tips 


quite 


nook 


dragged 


heeded 
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THE BB0WNIE8 

ToiciCT's Dream 

Use the qnestions found in the Beader, page 297. Point out the two 
parts of the story, ''Tommy's Dream" and "The Brownies at Work." 
The following questions may be drawn upon: 1. What kind of stories 
did grandmother tell Johnnie and Tommy? 2. Why do you think grand- 
mother's story led the boys to wish a brownie could come to live in their 
house? 3. Bead the lines that tell you what the boys thought a brownie 
could do in their house. 4. What three words tell what kind of boys 
Johnnie and Tommy were? (idle, lazy, thoughtless.) 5. How did Tommy 
come to know what the owl meant? Find lines that tell. 6. Tell the 
meaning of tidy and faint, (a) from context, (b) from Word List. 



The Brownies at Work 

1. Find lines that the picture on page 69 illustrates. 2. Tell of the 
effect on the home of work the boys did. 3. Why did the tailor make a 
coat for the brownie? 4. How did he find out who the real brownies 
were? 5. What promise did Johnnie and Tommy make their father? 6. 
Find the lines that the picture on page 72 illustrates. 7. Tell the mean- 
ing of scampered from context; fretful from (a) context, (b) Word List. 
8. Why is this a suitable story for this group? 

Blends : 

sw — sway, sweep, sweet, swell, swim, swing, swore 
sc — scale, scan, scant, scatter, scamper, scoop 
tw — twig, twill, twin, twine, twist 

qu — quack, quail, quake, queen, queer, quick, quill, quire, quit, 
quote 



For study : 

dream hobgoblins fellow sweep 

scrub clear strong tu-whit 

tu-whoo (vroo) screamed window great 

chair tears clean broom 
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THE JUMBLIES 

This poem, from The Boole of Nonsense by Edward Lear, should be read 
for amusement and enjoyment only. It affords an interesting change from 
the more thoughtful selections in the book. The picture on page 73 will 
help the children to appreciate and enjoy the nonsense of the verse. The 
poet coins his own words when necessary to his purpose, yet the nonsense 
is of so masterful a kind that John Buskin wrote: 

Surely the most beneficent and innocent of all books yet produced is the 
BooJc of Nonsense, with its corollary carols, inimitable and refreshing, and 
perfect in rhythm. I really don't know any author to whom I am half so 
grateful for my idle self as Edward Lear. I shall put him first of my 
hundred authors. 

THE SKYLARK'S SPURS 

The Unkind Fairy 

Use the questions found in the Reader, page 297. Call the attention 
of pupils to the three units of the story and ask them to name the titles 
of these units. 

The following questions may suggest others: 1. What reason did the 
skylark give for not seeking a mate by fiying up and singing a songf 
2. What did the skylark ask the fairy to do for him? 3. Did the fairy grant 
his request? Do you think the fairy was unkind? 4. Read the entire unit 
to show the fairy's unkindness. 5. Tell the meaning of spurs and quarrel- 
some from context. 

The Skylark Wins a Mate 

1. What kind words did the grasshopper give the skylark? 2. Bead 
the words which the picture on page 78 illustrates. 3. Who listened to 
the skylark's wonderful song? 4. Do you think the grasshopper was kind 
to the skylark? 5. Read the entire unit to show how the grasshopper and 
the fairy differed in their treatment of the skylark. 6. Tell the meaning 
of comfort (a) from context, (b) from Word List. 

What the Skylark's Spurs Were For 

1. Where did the skylark and his mate build their nest? 2. Do sky- 
larks always build their nests on the ground? 3. Read lines that show the 
fairy was still unkind. 4. Why did the grasshopper take the fairy to aee 
the brown lark? 5. What troubled the brown lark? 6. What did the sky- 
Jark £nd hia spurs were for? 7. How did the fairy feel then? 8. What do 
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jou know about the skylark's songf 9. Bead the words which the picture 
on page 80 illustrates. 10. Bead the entire unit to show the happy out- 
come of the story. 11. Beview the groups and ask the questions in the 
Beader at the bottom of page 297. 

Beview the rule that usually where there are two vowels together in a 
word the first one has the long sound and the second is silent. 

aid'-— laid, maid, paid, raid, hraid, staid, afraid 

ail — fail, hail, jail, mwU, nail, pail, rail, sail, tail, quail, snail, 

tra/U, frail 
ain — gain, lain, main, pain, rain, plain, slain, drain, grain, train, 

strain, sprain, chain, stain, twain 
aint — faint, paint, quaint, saint 
air — air, fair, hair, lair, pair, chair, stair 
ait — bait, wait, strait 



For study : 






habit 


robin hidden 


praised 


mate 


should those 
CHILDREN 


laid 



FAREWELL TO THE FARM 

Have pupils turn to the Table ef Contents, page 3, and point out: (a) 
the name of the group in which this story is found and (b) the titles of 
the several ivories in the group. Have them read and discuss with you 
what is said about the selections of this group in the Reader at the top of 
page 298. Ask questions to bring out the main thoughts of the poem, in- 
eluding those found in the Beader, page 298. The following may be help- 
ful: 1. Do you live in a town or a city? 2. If so, have you ever spent 
your summer vacation in the country? 3. Why do you think these children 
are leaving the farm? 4. Why does the poet say **at last" in the first 
line? 5. Why do you think the children are mounting the coach **fast"? 
6. What does ''mounting" make you see? 7. What does he mean by say- 
ing they sing ''in chorus"? 8. The first stanza is pictured in the book, 
page 83. 9. Do the words of the second stanza give you a mental picture? 
10. Tell what you see in your picture. 11. Can you see your picture more 



358 MANUAIi FOB 

dearly by clocdng your eyesf 12. Which of the objects mentioned in the 
second stanza have you seen? 13. Did you ever swing on a farm gatef 
Where? 14. Did you ever play in the hayloft? Were there cobwebs in it? 
15. Have you ever seen cobwebs? Where? 16. Why do you think the poet 
mentions the hayloft? 17. What do the words of the last stanza make you 
see? 18. What does ** woody turn" make you see? 19. Write this line 
as you would say It, using the same words the poet has used: ''Ijast, 
round the woody turn we swing." 20. A poet sometimes writes his words 
in a different way from what we would say them. Can you think of a 
reason why the poet wrote this sentence in this way? 21. Find the lines 
that rime in the first stanza. In the second. In the third. In the fourth. 

22. Write the first and second stanzas to show the rhythm, as foUows: 

And fare/you well/for ev/er more 
O lad/der at/the hay/loft door 

23. Why is this an apt poem to introduce this group? 24. Bead each stanz& 
as you study it to bring out the pictures and the beauty of the rhythm, 
and at ^he close read the whole poem to enjoy it. Learn the name of the 
poet. Memorize and recite the poem. 

For study : 

last sing cling ladder 

fast swing everything pump 

A GOOD PLAY 

Use the questions found in the Reader, page 298. This is an imaginary 
sailing trip; what imaginary plays have you had? 



For study : 






• 


stairs 


pillows 


nails 


days 


chairs 


billows 


pails 


plays 



THE PRINCESS WHO NEVER LAUGHED 

The Little Old Man 

Use the questions found in the Reader, page 299. Also the following: 
1. Why did not the eldest son share his lunch with the hungry man? 
2. What reason did the second son give for not helping the old man? 3. Do 
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yon think these xefwons were good ones? 4. Why did not the father think 
of sending the youngest son to chop wood? 5. Why did he at last allow 
him to go? 6. How did his lunch differ from that of his older brokers? 
7. Hew did the youngest son treat the hungry man? 8. What reason did 
the old man give for rewarding the youngest boy? 9. What was the reward 
that he found? 



Why the Princess Laughed 

10. What did the inn-keeper's daughters do? 11. Why did they want the 
feathers? 12. The second daughter called the oldest one ''greedy"; do 
you think she was right? 13. Bead lines which the picture on page 90 illus- 
trates. 14. Why did the princess laugh? 15. Do you think you would 
laugh at such a sight? 16. How did the wood-cutter's youngest son become 
a prince? 17. Bead this division of the story to make other9'8ee the picture 
and its humor. 18. Why is this a suitable story for this group? 

Beview the rule that usually where two vowels are together in a word the 
first has the long sound ahd the second is silent. 

oach — codch, roach 

Odd — load, road, toad 

oaf — loaf 

oak — oak, soak, cloak, croak 

oal — coal, goal 

oam — foam, loam, roam 

oap — soap 

oar — roar, soar 

oarse — coarse, hoarse 

oast — hoast, roast, toast 

oat — boat, coat, goat, float, throat 

oax — coax 



For study: 








fine 


pancakes 


stroke 


chop 


shouted 


pain 


eaten 


pure 


follow 


line 


tea,rs 


maid 



i 
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THE BOY AND HIS CAP 

What is thifi poem about? (See title.) 

Stanza 1. When can yon see better, in the daytime or at night f Some 
little animals that you know can see better at night than yon can; what 
are theyf What kind of eyes must cats have to see so wellf (Sharp.) 
The first two lines tell us something about this boy 's eyes. Be ready to tell 
us (read) what it is. (Follow silent reading with oral expression.) Who 
can print a letter of the alphab^ upon the board f Who can print one veary 
small? We can say this first one is in big print, and this one is in small 
print; or this one is in coarse print, and this is what? (I^e.) Which is 
easier to see? It hurts the eye to read very fine print; there is a word in 
line 3 that tells you what people sometimes do when they try to read fine 
print; what is it? (Squint.) Be ready to tell us (read) whether this boy 
has to squint. Be ready to read all of the stanza. What are the riming 
words? 

StanzUi 2. Do you like to go for a walk? Why? Yes, there are so many 
things to see, if we use our eyes. This boy has bright, sharp eyes. liook 
at the first two lines to see if he uses them. He sees a thousand things, but 
there is one thing he never sees. Be ready to tell us what it is. Be ready 
to read the stanza. 

Stanza 3. Look at the picture on page 91. Was the boy looking quietly 
and carefully for his cap? Look at the picture again. This boy looks 
strong and sturdy. We say people who are strong have (put word 
"strength" on board) — ^what? Yes, strength. Is this boy using fail strength 
in the right way when he misplaces all the things on the table, and makes 
the whole house untidy? Then we can say (write on board phrase ''his 
strength is wasted ") — what? Gould his mother have told^ him where to find 
his cap? Why? Be ready to read the stanza. 

Stanza 4. Do you ever lose your cap? Is it always because it is on your 
head? Do you lose anything else? How can you be sure to find your cap, 
hat, mittens, or books, when you want them? Do you wear your cap in the 
schoolroom? Should you wear it at home? Can you tell how this boy or 
any boy can be sure to find his cap? Be ready to read the stanza; all of 
the poem. 



For study: 








bright 


squint 


snap 


tuuus. 


night 


print 


cap 


dear 
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THE GOLDEN PEAES 
The First Basket or Pears 



TTse the questions found in the Header, page 299. 



1. Why did the peasant send the pears to the king? 2. What caution did 
the peasant give to his eldest son? 3. Do jou think this had anything to do 
with the boy's answer to the witch's question f 4. Find lines that tell you 
this boy meant to deceive anyone who questioned him. 5. Why was the king 
angry when he opened the basket? 6. Why did the eldest boy at once 
blame the witch for his trouble? 7. Tell the meaning of mischief, (a) 
from context, (b) from the Word List. 



The Second Basket of Pears 

8. Why did the second boy wish to carry a basket of pears to the king? 
9. What promise did he make? 10. What did the second son tell the witch 
his basket. contained? 11. Why do you think he did not tell her the truth? 
12. Bead lines which tell what happened when the king opened his basket. 

.The Third Basket or Pears 

13. Why did the youngest son ask to go- in search of his brothers? 14. 
Why did the witch think him better behaved than his brothers? 15. What 
did he tell the witch his basket contained? 16. Find lines which show that 
the witch knew what the boys had in their baskets. 17. Find lines which 
show that the father had tried to teach his sons to tell the truth. 18. How 
did the king reward the peasant? 19. Find lines which the picture on page 99 
illustrates. 20. Does this poem make you think of some new way to be 
more helpful to your mother? 21. Memorize and recite the poem. 

Beview the following phonograms : 

ar — bar, car, far, mar, jar, tar, scar, star 

arch — march, parch, starch 

ard — card, hard, lard, yard 

arf — scarf 

drk — hark, dark, hark, lark, mark, park, shark, spark, market 

arl — darling, scarlet 

arm — farm, harm, charm A 
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am — bam, darn 

arp — harp, sharp, carpet, sharpen 

art — cart, dart, hart, part, tart, chart, start, martin 

arve — carve, starve, harvest 



For study: 




f 




pleased 


present 


load 


mean 


road 


hear 


leaves 


sweepings 


gardens 


harm 


market 


reached 



ONLY ONE MOTHER 

1. What does the first line make yoi\ seef The second? The thirdf The 
fourth? 2. Bead each line to make the picture clear, pupils reading one 
line each. 3. Then have pupils read the whole stanza. 4. Find the lines 
that rime. 5. This is an example of the importance of vowel sonnda. 
Note that the voice pauses in the first line, on ''hundreds," on "starsy" 
and on ' * sky, ' ' making three groups of the words, as follows : 

m 

Hundreds / of stars / in the pretty sky. 

6. In reading, blend these groups, but make the words distinct. 7. Find 
similar groups in other lines. 8. What picture does the first line of the 
second stanza give you? The second line? The third line? The fourth 
line? 9. Find the word-groups in each of these lines, as in the first stanza. 
10. Bead the last stanza to make these pictures stand out clearly. 11. 
Which lines rime? 12. Does this poem make your mother seem more 
precious? 13. Do you think the poet had this in mind? 14. Bead the 
poem, pupils reading but one line each. 15. Then, read it, each pupil 
reading the entire poem. 16. Memorize and recite the poem. 



For study: 
stars shells 



sky 



shore 



bees 



greet 



WHICH LOVED BEST? 

1. How did John show his love for his mother? 2. Do you think this a 

good way? 3. Tell what the first stanza makes you see. 4. Bead the 

stanza to make others see your picture. 5. Find lines that rime. 6. How 
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did little Nell show her love for her mother f 7. Bead her words to her 
mother. 8. What picture of her do the last two lines give youf 9. Bead 
these two lines to bring out your pictures clearly. 10. Do you think her 
way better than John'sf 11. Which lines rime in this stanza f 12. Bead 
little Fan's words to her mother. 13. Bead lines that tell how she helped 
her mother. 14. Bead the third and fourth stanzas throughout. 15. Which 
lines rime in these stanzas? 16. Can you answer the question asked in the 
last two lines? 



For study: 








garden 


Weep 


pouted 


teased 


creep 


bring 


broom 


best 


swing 


rocked 


• 





IBENE, THE IDLE 

The Fairy House 

Use the questions found in the Beader, page 299. 

1. Bead the lines that the picture on p. 102 illustrates. 2. Tell what you 
can of the fairy house. 3. Bead the words of advice the fairy gave Irene. 

4. What did the fire, the wood-box, the floor, the cup, and the disnes ask? 

5. Find the lines which tell what the clock said. 6. Bead the entire unit. 

The FXiby's Warning 

7. Bead lines which tell Irene 's excuse to the fairy for the want of order 
in the house. 8. Bead the fairy's reply. 9. Bead lines that tell what 
' * shouts arose on all sides. * ' 10. Find lines which tell what Irene found that 
she must do. 11. Who were the strange little people that came out of the 
clock? 12. Bead the song that they sang to Irene. 13. Do you know any 
person who does not know how to use the minutes of the day? 14. Bead 
the entire unit, making clear what Irene had learned. 

A Happy Birthday 

15. How did Irene feel about getting up the next morning f 16. What 
song did the clock sing to her? 17. Why did she decide to get up at once? 
18. How did the fairy godmother find the house upon her return f 19. 
What did Irene say was the secret of her success in keeping thA ^l^^^^^ Ss^. 
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order f 20. Tell about the fairy's magio ring. 21. Was it easy for Irene 
to overeome her idleness f 22. Why was her birthday sueh a happy onef 
23. Tell the meaning of tiny and tempted from context; of tads, (a) from 
context, (b) from the Word List. 24. Ck)mpare the following phonogp*am8: 

ctst — cast, fast, hist, mast, past, blast 

est — best, jest, pest, rest, test, vest, chest, quest, longest, fairest, 

greenest, gladdest 
ist — fist, hist, list, mist, twist, wrist, grist 
ost — cost, lost, frost 
ust — dust, gust, just, must, rust, crust, thrust, trust 



For study: 




• 




dnst 


door 


closed piled 


stair 


must 


floor 


stick demai^ded 


hair 




• 


8UPP0SE 





Use ihe questions found in the Reader, p. 299. Also the following: 

1. Who is talking in this poemf To whom? 2. Bead the first four lines 
to make this distinction clear. 3. Then read the next four lines in Uke 
manner. 4. Bead the entire stanza as though you were talking. 5. Find 
lines that rime. 6. Notice that you must hold your voice on certain words 
in order to make the following words distinct : * * Suppose ' ' and ' * eyes ' ' are 
such words. Find others. 7. What picture does the second stanza give youf 
8. Tell all you see in your picture. 9. Which word in the seventh line of 
this stanza, and which word in the eighth line, are in contrast with each 
other? 10. Bead these two lines to bring out this contrast. 11. Notice 
that you must hold your voice on "scold" and ' * wouldn % ' ' in order to 
make the fourth and fifth lines expressive. 12. Bead the entire stanza to 
bring out each word distinctly. 13. Tell in your own words the thought of 
the third stanza. 14. Notice that you must hold your voice on the word 
"sit." 15. Bead the stanza to make the words distinct and the picture 
clear. 16. How would you answer the question asked in the fourth stanzaf 
17. Do you believe in doing cheerfully "the best you can"f 18* Bead the 
last stanza to make others know that you believe in it. 19. Find the lines 
that rime in this stanza. 20. Learn the name of the poet. 21. Memoriie 
and recite the poem. 
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For study: 








suppose 


joke 


broke 


down 


scold 


frown 


pout 


without 


sunshine 


coach 


pair 


fair 


temper 


please 


just 


best 



GOODNIGHT AND GOOD-MORNING 

Memorize the poem. To what did the little girl say ** Good-night"? Why 
did she not say ** Good-night * * to the sun? To whom did the oxen, the 
horses, and the sheep say ** Good-night"? What things said <* Good-morn- 
ing" to the snn? Notice that this selection ends this ^group; ask the 
questions found in the Header, the last paragraph of page 299. 



For study: 
folded 
bleat 
tall 



right rooks caw 

road delight time 

foxglove knees while 



flight 
sleep 
begun 



LEGENDS 

ULYSSES AND THE BA.G OF WINDS 

Have pupils turn to the Table of Contents, page 3, and find (a) the 
name of this group of selections; (b) the title of the first story in the 
group; (c) the title of the last story of the group. Have them read the 
introduction at the top of page 300. Ask questions found in the Beader, 
page 300. The foUowing may be used: 

1. Where did Ulysses live? 2. Why was he so anxious to return home? 
3. Who was -ffiolus? How did he help Ulysses? 4. Why did he not put the 
west wind in the bag? 5. Bead the lines that the picture on p. 119 illus- 
trates. 6. Why would not ^olus again aid Ulysses and his men? 7. When 
did Ulysses and his men finally reach home? 8. What tells you that this is 
a Greek legend? 9. Memorize the lines of verse, ** Which Wind is Best," 
page 120. 10. Have pupils find all words in this lesson having the fol- 
lowing phonograms: 



ear 



ight 



all 



ay 



ast 
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THE STAB AND THE LELT 

Use the questions in the Eeader, page 300. Also the following: 

1. What did the Indians, long ago, think the stars weref 2. What did 
the children think the star was that shone more brightly than the restf 
3. Bead of the moving star that the wise old Indian told about. 4. What 
was the young warrior's dream? 5. Why did the star come to live upon 
the earth f 6. Why did it choose to live on the lakef 7. What name did 
the wise men give the starf 8. Bead the lines which the picture on p. 124 
illustrates. 9. Have you ever seen a water lilyf 10. What color is itf 
11. Compare the following phonograms: 

all — hall, call, fall, hall, tall, wall, small, stall, squall 

ell — bell, dell, fell, sell, tell, well, yell, quell, shell, smell, Nell, 

spell 
ill — hill, dill, fiU, gill, hill, Jill, kill, mill, pill, rill, sill, tUl, will, 

chill, drill, frill, spill, still, trill, shrill 
oil — doll, follow, hollow 
ull — dull, gnU, hull, lull, skull 

Have pupils find all words in the lesson having the above phonograms. 

LITTLE PAPOOSE 

1. Who is talking in this poem? To whom? 2. We call this kind of 
poem a luUal^ because it is sung to quiet or ' ' lull ' ' the baby to sleep ; can 
you recite any other lullaby? 3. What tells you that this poem is an Indian 
lullaby? 4. Name all the signs of evening mentioned in the first stanza. 
In the second. 5. Find words that rime in each stanza. 6. Tell what you 
see in the picture on p. 125. 7. What is unusual about the baby's cradle? 
8. Use another word for ** papoose." 9. Have you ever seen a whip-poor- 
will? Can you tell how the whip-poor-will got its name? 10. Tell this 
thought in your o*wn words: **the daylight is dying." 11. Use another 
word instead of ''gleams." 12. Bead the stanza that you like best. 13. 
Memorize and recite the lullaby. 

For study : 

papoose murmuring djdng 

squirrel slumbering gleams 
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PEBOAN AND SEEGWUN 

Use the questions found in the Header, page 301. Also the following: 

1. Find the lines which the picture on pagp 126 illustrates. 2. Of what 
great deeds did Peboan tellf Seegwunf 3. Bead the lines that tell you. 
4. Have you seen the arbutus? 5. What color is itf 6. Why is it said to 
belong both to winter and to spring f 7. Why do you think the arbutus is 
such a favorite flower? 8. Would it be so prized if it bloomed in May? 
9. Beview the legend group, referring to the final paragraph of the unit, 
page 301. 10. Drill on the following irregular phonograms: 

oud — loxid, cloudy proud 

ound — hound, found, ground, hound, mound, pound, round, 

sound, wound 
our — hour, sour, flour, scour 
ouse — house, mouse 

out — pout, scout, shout, snout, spout, sprout, stout, trout 
outh — mouth, south 

For study: 

sound shake blaze belong 

sunshine outside patches leave 

wigwam ground weak last 



HOLIDAYS 

A THANKSGIVING FABLE 

Call the attention of pupils to the group heading of this unit. Holidays. 
Bead the introduction found in the Beader, page 301. Use the questions 
on this poem found in the Beader, page 302. 

Have pupils arrange the following words in alphabetical order: 

be ate day himself 

was pussy 

hungry upon 

meal overhftaxA 



it 


little 


for 


eat 


mouse 


ear 
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LITTLE PUMPKIN 'S THANKSGIVING 
Little Pumpkin 's Wish 

Use the qnestions found in the Reader, page 302. Also the following: 

1. Which pumpkin called the roll on that frosty night just before Thanks- 
giving? 2. Find lines that tell where the pumpkins got their frosty coats. 
3. What wish did the Little Wee Pumpkin makef 4. What warning did 
the Great Big Pumpkin give, as he said "Good-night, and pleasant 
dreams*'? 5. Use another word for ** snuggled. ' ' 



The Wish Comes True 

6. Tell how the Little Wee Pumpkin 's wish came true. 7. Have you ever 
had a jack-o '-lantern f 8. Have you ever made someone happy at Thanks- 
giving time? 9. Bead the lines w]hich the picture on page 134 illustrates. 
10. Bead the last paragraph. 11. Tell the meaning of snuggle and whirl, 
(a) from context, (b) from Word List. 



For study: 
Thanksgiving 
sunbeams 
garden 



patch 

napping 

pumpkin 



coat sparkled speaking 

beneath wish dainty 

mouth happened brighter 



A CHRISTMAS WISH 
Use the questions found in the Reader, page 302. Also the following: 

1. Who is talking in this poem? 2. What wish do the first two lines con- 
tain? 3. What do the next six lines tell you? 4. Which lines rime? 5. 
Bead the stanza to .bring out the pictures it gives you. 6. What four kinds 
of toys are mentioned in the second stanza? 7. Bead the line, in each case, 
that describes the toy named in the line above, as : " sharp enough to cut. ' ' 
8. Which of these toys would you choose? 9. Find lines that rime. 10. 
Bead this stanza, each pupil reading two lines. 11. Then read it, each 
pupil reading the entire stanza. 12. What toys are named in the third 
stanza? 13. Which of these would you choose? 14. Which lines amef 15. 
Use other words instead of ** prefer.*' 16. Bead the stanza, each pupil 
reading about one toy only. 17. Then read it, each pupil reading the entire 
stanza. 18. What kind of articles does the fourth stanza mention f 19. 
Name the different articles to wear mentioned in the stanza. 20. Use an- 
otber word for ** jolliest.'' 21. Find lines that rime. 22. What kind of 
things does the last stanza tell about "^ 2.^. ^VaoXv oue of these do you like 
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best? 24. What does the poet say he would ''scatter right in the way" of 
the children? Why? Use another word for ** right." 25. Do you know 
all the things named in this stanza? 26. Bead the stanza, each pupU read- 
ing about one article only. 27. Then read it, each pupil reading the entire 
stanza. 28. Learn the name of the poet. 29. Tell the meaning of jolliest 
(a) from context, (b) from Word List. 

Have pupils arrange the following words in alphabetical order: 



giant 


down 


new 


rather 


enough 


keep 


waflh 


boys 


in 


some 


china 


mind 


poor 


find 


jack 


Uke 


across 


house 


over 


toy 



GBETCHEN'S CHBISTMAS 

The Empty Shoes 

Use the questions found in the Beader, page 302. Also the f ollQwing : 

1. Find lines which the picture on page 137 illustrates. 2. Why had 
Gretchen and her family come to America? 3. At what season did she 
arrive? 4. What made Gretchen 's heart sad as Christmas came? 5. Tell 
of the kind woman in the boarding-house. 6. Which doll in the toy store 
window particularly pleased Gretchen? 

The Wished- Foe Doll 

7. What kinds of dolls did Gretchen see in the toy store window? 8. 
Which doll particularly pleased her? 9. What did Gretchen think Bupert 
would do, if he were there? 

The Good Saint Nicholas 

10. Bead lines that tell where Gretchen placed hor wooden shoes for 
Bupert to find. 11. What loving deeds did Margaret do on Christmas 
Eve? 12. Can you tell why Margaret understood, when she saw the little 
wooden shoes on the porch? 13. How do you think Margaret guessed so 
well what would please Gretchen most? 14. What Christmas gift did 
Gretchen find when she awoke? 15. Do you think it made a homesick chiU 
feel moie at home in America? 16. Bead linea tlMi.\, \SDkft -^vsXmt^ ^-ti^^-a^^^AS^ 
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illustrates. 17. Bead the carol which Margaret and her father sang as thej 
went on their way. 18. Bead the entire lesson-unit to show the joy Gretchen 
felt at receiving her Christmas gift. 19. Tell the meaning of Udinga and 
earols, (a) from context, (b) from Word List. 

Drill on the following irregular phonograms: 

our — our ish — unshed 

ard — garden one — lonely 

ear — year, tears ore — store 

each — reached aint — painted, dainty 

ood — wooden oy — toys, joy 

THE CHBISTMAS TBEE 

Use the following questions: 1. Who is talking in this poemf To whomf 
2. What kind of tree do you have for a Christmas treef 3. Where does this 
kind of tree growf 4. Bead lines that tell you. 5. Have you ever seen a 
pine cone? 6. Why do you think the skylark is mentionedf 7. The first 
stanza gives you many pictures; which one do you see most clearly f 8. 
Have six pupils read the first stanza, each reading one line only, to bring 
out one picture. 9. Then have another pupil read the entire stanza. 10. 
Find lines that rime. Which rime perfectly? Which imperfectly? 11. 
Bead the first two lines of the second stanza. 12. Bead the lines which tell 
how the poet says we will dress the Christmas tree. 13. Is this the way you 
dress your Christmas tree? 14. Which lines rime? 15. Bead the entire 
stanza. 16. What does the last stanza make you see? 17. What hope does 
the poet express to the Christmas tree? 18. What are ''voices fair"? 
19. Can you tell why **fair" is used instead of some other word? 20. 
Bead the entire poem to enjoy the pictures and the rime. 21. Memorize 
and recite the poem. 

Have pupils arrange the following words in alphabetical order, consider- 
ing the second letter of the word : 

deep days dear dress 

Arrange the following also: 



Hnow 


story- 


seen 


skylark 


sings 


song 


short 


RhaAA 


«i^\it 


star 
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WHEBE DO THE OLD TEAB8 GOf 

Use the following questions: 1. Who is talking in this poemf To whomf 
2. Do you like the poet's fancy of "tacking away to sleep" the old years, 
just as children are "tneked" in bed at night by their mothersf 3. Bead 
the stanza to bring out this fancy. 4. Which lines rime? 5. Can you tell 
why "Year" begins with a capital letter in this poemf 6. Do you like the 
fancy of the second stanza f 7. Bead the stanza to bring out the fancy. 
8. What does the poet mean by "merry face"f 9. Bead the third stanEa. 
10. What fancy do you see in the fourth stanza f 11. Which lines rimet 
12. Bead the whole poem. 13. Memorize and recite it. 



For study: 








tuck 


knocked 


face 


awake 


mistake 


nice 


snow 


quite 


sight 


stayed 


hurry 


merry 


plenty 


what 


struck 


twelve 



AN EASTEB SUBPBISE 

Use the questions found in the Beader, page 302. Also the following : 

1. Who was the little gardener? 2. What did Paul do with his mother's 
tulip bed? 3. What did he do with the tulip bulbs? 4. What surprise did 
the little old lady and her husband have? 5. Why is it called an Easter 
surprise? 6. Do you think they were made happy by the sight of the 
tulips? 7. Beview the group unit, referring to the paragraph at the bottom 
of page 302. 8. Beview the following phonograms: 

ur — bur, cur, fur, blur, purr, spur 

ft 

url — curl, purl 

urn — burn, churn, turn 

urnt — burnt 

urt — blurt, hurt, curt, spurt 



For practice : 

burden surprise furnish sturdy return 

curtain furl hurl 
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HOME AND COUNTRY 

OLD APPLE-SEED JOHN 

Gall attention to the group heading and to the titles of the several selec- 
tions in the unit, having pupils refer to the Table of Contents, page 4. 
Have them read and discuss the Introduction, page 303. Call attention to 
the picture at the top of the page. Use the questions on the story ''Old 
Apple-Seed John," page 304, and the following: 1. Find the lines which 
the picture on page 151 illustrates. 2. What do you think of the old man's 
plan for helping others f 3. Tell pupils of the incident that inspired Sam 
Walter Foss to write the poem '*The House by the Side of the Road." 
(See The Elson Beaders, Book Six, page 135.) 4. Find lines that the picture 
on page 153 illustrates. 5. What came from the work of Apple-Seed Johnf 
6. Find lines that the picture on page 155 illustrates. 

Drill on the following endings: 

ed — worked, clapped, finished, passed, stopped 
ing — eating, taking, playing, knowing, planting 
ly — safely, merrily 



For study: 










queer 


hard 


others 


deal 


rested 


supper 


funny 


cores 


miles 


finished 



COLUMBUS AND HIS SON, DIEGO 

A Place op Rest by the Boadside 

Use the questions found in the Header, page 304. Also the following : 1. 
Bead the lines which the picture on page 156 illustrates. 2. What aid did 
Columbus receive at the convent? 3. Why did Columbus think that he 
might find help there? 4. Bead lines that give Columbus's words to the 
friars. 5. Why was Perez more interested than the others? 6. In what 
way did he help Columbus? 7. Who gave Columbus ships and money for 
the voyage? 8. Bead lines which the picture on page 159 illustrates. 

Diego as a Page at the Palace 

9. Where did Columbus leave his son, Diego, while he was away on the 

voyage? 10. In what way did other pages at the royal palace te^Use Diego? 

11, By what name did they call Columbus? 12. Why was he called "The 
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Mad Sailor"? 13. What did the pages think about the shape of the earth f 

14. What terrible disaster did they think had happened to the ships f 

15. What made sea-going slower and more dangerou3 then than it is 
now? 16. What message from Columbus was announced to the pages one 
day? 17. What had Columbus proved by his voyage? 18. Why did Colum- 
bus find America instead of India? 19. Why is this a good story for this 
group? 

Drill on the following endings: 

ing — walking, traveling, reading, studying 
y — dusty, thirsty 

ed — knocked, faced, allowed, gathered, Orsked 
ly — loudly, proudly 

Arrange in alphabetical order: 

sun world help money water everyone aid 

Queen map ships ocean plan morning west 

blue shores hall surprise skins lands America 



THE BOY, THE BEES, AND THE BRITISH 

The Coming of the British 

Use the questions found in the Reader, page 304. Also the following: 

1. Who is speaking in the first paragraph? 2. Why does the speaker use 
''too"? 3. Read lines that tell why 1781 was a hard year in Virginia. 

4. Jack's mother told him why he was left at home. Read her words. 

5. Who were the '* red-coats " ? 6. What did Jack's mother think the red- 
coats were after? 7. Tell of their raid of the plantation. 

« 
Jack's Daring Plan 

8. What did Jack see far in the distance? 9. What daring plan did he 
make? 10. Jack made the bees fight the British; in what way did the bees 
help the Americans? 11. What else did Jack do? 12. Do you think Jack 
found a good way to help his country even though he was too young to join 
Washington's army? 13. Find the lines which the picture on page 167 
illustrates. 14. Why is this a suitable story for this group? 
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For study: 








Britiflh 


French 


helter-skelter 


delayed 


contented 


surprise 


army 


proudly 


starve 


troops 


June 


scpne 


uproar 


fighting 


hoofs 


stings 


Washin^n. 


clatter 


rebels 





WHY JIMMIE MISSED THE PARADE ON 
WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY 

Use the questions found in the Reader, pages 304-5. Also the foUowing: 

1. Why do we celebrate the 22nd day of February each yeart 2. Does 
this story suggest other worthy deeds on the part of boy scouts f 3. Why 
did Jimmie miss the parade f 4. What did the Scout Master say in praise 
of Jimmie? 5. Do we feel better after we do an act of kindness f 



For study: 








twenty-second 


bravely 


crushed 


splendid 


grandly 


stunned 


real 


blast 


broken 


company 


banner 


best 


scouts 


purely 


already 


■ 



A LITTLE LAD OF LONG AGO 

Use the questions in the Reader, page 305. Also the following: 1. Find 
the lines which the picture on page 174 illustrates. 2. This picture shows 
Little Abe's house; how does it differ from yours? 3. Can you imagine 
how our country would seem if there were no books or newspapers? 4. 
When Abraham Lincoln was a boy there were few books ; do you think this 
was one reason the book was so precious to Little Abe? 5. Where did 
Little Abe get the book? 6. Why did he read it at night, not in daytime? 

7. Where did he put the book each night when he had finished reading it? 

8. When he saw the book was spoiled, what did Little Abe do at once? 

9. Do you think it was a manly act for him to go to the owner of the book? 

10. How did Little Abe pay for the book? 11. Can you give the name of 
the book? 12. What did Abraham Lincoln say about the book, after he 
had become President of the United States? 13. Do you like this story? 



Arrange in 


alphabetieal order: 






fast 


hastened 


keep 


in 


Abe 


moon 


saucy 


precious 


gray 


coonskin 


neighbor 


deerskin 


loft 


nntil 


thought 


. jewels 


you 


white 


read 




book 


early 


owner 
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JACQUES, A BED GBOSS DOG 

Use the questions in the Reader, page 305. Also the following: 1. Into 
how many parts does this story divide itself f 2. Name the titles of these 
three parts. 3. Have three pupils tell the story in their own words, each 
telling one part. Bead to pupils other stories of what animals and birds did 
to help win the World War. See ''Satan, the War Dog" (in The SU<m 
Headers, Book Eight, pages 39-43). Note especially the library references, 
including ''Our Animal Allies in the World War" (in Harper's Magasine, 
January, 1921). Beview the group, including the questions found in the 
last paragraph on page 305. 



Arrange in 


alphabetical order: 


■ 




Jacques 


puppy 


real 


training 


grass 


stronger 


vegetables 


mouth 


downward 


hunters 


letter 


I 


enrolled 


autumn 


ought 




now 


family 


battlefield 




wrong 


quickly 


cow 





For drill: 

ain — train, training, rain, drain, draining, gaining 
ark — barking, hark, lark, marking, dark 
arm — farmer, farming, army 
oad — road, roadside, load, toad 
arp — harp, sharp 
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HEROES OP LONG AGO 
Silent and Oral Reading 

Call attention to the title of the group, and the titles of the three stories 
that compose the unit. Have pupils read the introduction at the top of page 
306. Have them read also ''Suggestions for Silent Beading," page 306. 
It is intended that certain selections in this Beader, notably those of the 
Hero and Fairy Tale groups, should be read silently — mainly for the story- 
element — and reported on in class. The book includes abundant material for 
both silent and oral reading. Oral reading should train in enunpiation, 
pronunciation, and thought-expression. In general, poetry should be read 
aloud, for much of the beauty of poetry lies in its rhythm. In selections 
used for silent reading certain units should be read aloud because of their 
beauty or their dramatic quality. Claaa Beadinga of selected units are sug- 
gested for this purpose. 

Ability in silent reading is important, first, because we read silently more 
often than we read aloud, and second, because investigations show that those 
who have learned to read silently with speed gain more from their reading 
than slow readers do. Some selections in this book, such as ''Brother 
Green-Coat," are informational and should be read mainly for the facts 
they contain. In other elections, such as "Cinderella," the story-plot is 
the important thing, and fact-gathering is subordinate. The stories in this 
group and in the group of Old Tales are long enough to train pupils to read 
with intelligence a newspaper, a magazine, or a book. And this is precisely 
the ability they most need both in school work and throughout life outside 
the school. 

Pupils should try steadily to increase their speed in silent reading,, and 
as they give closer attention to the story they will understand it better. 
Occasional speed tests should be recorded for purposes of comparison. 
Material not found in the text furnishes the best test of silent reading, for 
it is new to the pupil. It should also have a plot or plan. Tests of com- 
prehension should be given (1) by using a list of questions covering the 
main thoughts found in the story; (2) by having pupils retell the story, 
using the sub-titles as headings for an outline which he should follow. In 
this Manual, questions for testing silent reading are given for the selections 
in the Hero and Old Tales groups. 
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♦ 
JOSEPH, THE RULER 

Joseph and His Brothers 

Questions for Testing Silent Beading, 1. What does the picture on page 
187 tell you about the country in which Joseph lived f 2. How many 
brothers had Joseph? 3. Were they older or younger than Joseph f 4. 
Which brother was kind to himf 5. Why did the others hate himf 6. 
Tell about Joseph 's ' * coat of many colors. ' ' 7. Tell about Joseph 's dream. 
8. Find the lines which the picture on page 188 illustrates. 

Joseph Is Sold as a Slave 

9. This story has four parts; make a list of the titles of these parts. 
10. Why did Joseph's brothers sell him as a slave f 11. Where did the 
merchants take Joseph f 12. To whom did they sell himf 13. What qual- 
ities had Joseph that won for him the confidence of the Kingf 14. Joseph 
was asked to interpret the King's dream; what was the strange dream f 
15. What did Joseph say the dream meant f 16. What advice did Joseph 
give the King? 

Joseph Becomes a Ruler 

17. How did the King show that he believed Joseph was both good and 
wise? 18. Why did Joseph's brothers go to Egypt? 19. How did Joseph 
feel when he saw his brothers? 20. Why was Benjamin not allowed to 
accompany his brothers to Egypt? 21. Why do you think Joseph told his 
brothers he would not sell them com again unless they brought this young- 
est brother to Egypt? 

Joseph Forgives His Brothers 

22. Find the lines that the picture on page 196 illustrates. 23. What 
plan did Joseph make to find out whether his brothers had grown to be 
more loving? 24. What made Joseph the happiest man in all Egypt? 



Arrange the 


following words 


in alphabetical 


order: 


ago 


around 


as 


after 


angry 


afraid 


angrily 


alone 


away 


all 


am 


arms 



across 
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For study: 




sheaf 


slave crops 


safe 


strange happiest 


sbeaves 


wicked 



forgive 



DAVID, THE SINGER* 

David's Life as a Shepherd 

Quegtions for Testing Silent Beading, 1. What are the titles of the 
three parts of this story f 2. What was David's work when a boyf 3. 
Why did he want to go to warf 4. Find words that relate to the picture 
on page 198. 5i Tell of some things which David had to do that you would 
Hke to do. 6. How did David fight the band of robbers f 7. What did 
tiie robbers soy of Batid's strength f 

David Helps King Saul 

8. How did David first help his king? 9. Why did King Saul wish David 
to stay with him always f 

David and the Giant 

10. On what journey was David sent by his father? 11. Why did David 
choose his own sling instead of the King's sword, with which to fight the 
giant f 12. If you did not know the end of the story would you think 
David was wise in this choice? Whyf 13. Find lines which the picture on 
page 207 illustrates. 14. What did David become when a mant 15. For 
what is he remembered? Why? 16. What are the songs of David called? 

• 

For drill : 

ly — faithfully, firmly, instantly, swiftly, gently, joyfully, gladly, 

quickly 
est — sweetest, greatest 
ness — illness, gladness 



*8ee "Silent and Oral Reading," Page 376. 
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THE BOY AND THE SHEEP 

1. Who is talking in the first stanza f 2. In the other stanzas who is sup* 
posed to be talking? 3. What use does the sheep say it serves f 

Arrange each column of words in alphabetical order: 



tell 


me 


but 


pray 


till 


morning 


be 


pleasant 


the 


my 


brown 


pass 


that 


master 


bare 


pick 


true 


make 


back 


past 


then 


many 






this 


merry 







ST. GEORGE AND THE DBAGON* 

Thx Boy and the Plowican 

The delightful story of the Bed Cross Knight of Spenser's Faerie Qtteene 
is here made available for the first time to children of the third grade. 
The teacher should read The First Book of the Faerie Queene, which con- 
tains this legend. 

Questions for Testing Silent Beading, 1. Name the titles of the three 
parts of the story. 2. Bead lines which answer George's question, **What 
do knights do?'^ 3. Tell the story that the plowman once told George. 
4. Find lines which the picture on page 209 illustrates. 

Geoboe Becomes a Knight 

5. Find lines which the picture on page 212 illustrates. 6. Why did 
George want to become a knight? 7. What did he ask the queen to allow 
him to do? 8. Why did she not want to send Gteorge to fight the dragon? 
9. What were the queen's words when she made George a knight? Memo- 
rize and recite these words. 10. What brave deed did George do in the 
Wandering Woods? 11. Why was the giant able to take George prisoner? 
12. How was George saved from the giant? 

Geoboe Kills the Dbaoon 
13. Bead the lines which the picture on page 216 illustrates. 14. How did 
Una's father and mother praise George's bravery? 15. How has George's 
brave life helped other boys? 16. Memorize and recite the words of the last 
paragraph. 17. Do you like this story? Why? 18. Beview the unit, using 
the questions at the bottom of page 307. 



*See "Silent and Oral Reading," Page 376. 
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For study: 






splendid 


brightly refuse 


knight 


wick-ed 


gi-ants distance 


spear 


plowman 


finish 


unselfishness 


cave 


stolen 





THE OUT-DOOR WORLD 

MY CHICKADEE GUESTS 

Use the questions in the Header, page 308. Call attention to the group 
and to the titles of the selections comprising the unit. (See Table of 
Contents, page 4.) Have pupils read the introduction to the group, page 
308, and tell to which story each bird in the picture at the top of page 
308 belongs. 

Show the pupils the markings used for the long and short sounds. Ex- 
ample — ate, at. Have them mark the vowels in the following words: 



home 


awoke 


plump 


fell 


brush 


fill 


fallen 


whole 


flock 


pine 


nuts 


sat 


rest 


pane 


think 




came 


hemp 

CATJJNG THE 


invite 
VIOLET 





First Stanza, 1. Who is talking in this stanza f To whomf 2. Who is 
meant by ''I"f 3. What is the season f 4. Violets are among the earliest 
spring flowers; do they have **blue eyes"? 5. What does the first stanza 
make you see? 6. Which lines rime? 7. What is the violet caUed here? 

Second Stama, 8. What is it called in this stanza? 9. The poet thinks 
of the violet as a person; why is the fancy in the first line particularly apt? 
10. What do the third and fourth lines make you see? 11. Have you seen 
the violet's *'hood of green"? 12. Write the last four lines as you would 
express this thought. 13. Is *'peep" a good word? Use another word 
instead, and you will see how apt *'peep" is. 14. Do you think "silent" 
and **8hy" are good words? 15. What do these words tell you about the 
violet f 16. Use another word instead of "silent" (quiet; noiseless). 17. 
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Which lines rimef 18. Bead the stanza, one pupil reading the first fonr 
lines, another pupil reading the next four lines. 

Third Stanza, 19. Write the first two lines of the third stanza as you 
would express this thought. (The little brooks trickle close to your bedo) 
20. Can you tell why the poet* uses the words in this wayt 21. Is "fleecy'* 
a good word? Use another word instead, anid you will notice how apt 
''fleecy" is. 22. Find an apt word in the next line (float). 23. Why are 
quotation marks used to enclose ''ready and waiting"? 24. What does 
"slender" make you see? Is it an apt word? Note that the voice must 
be held on "reeds." 25. Why are quotation marks used in next to the 
last line? 26. Have two pupils read the stanza, one reading the first four 
lines, the other the last four lines. 

Fourth Stanza. 27. In the fourth stanza what is the violet called? 28. 
Expand the second and fourth lines. (Winter is away, etc.) 29. What is 
the poet's meaning in the fifth and sixth lines? 30. Do you like the poet's 
fancy in the last line? 31. Bead the entire stanza, just as you read the 
third stanza. 

Stanza Five, 32. What does the rain "whisper" to the violet? 33, We 
think of May as a gentle month; do you see any reason why the poet 
has the rain "whisper" rather than "shout" to the violet? 34. Note 
that the voice must be held on ' ' winds. ' ' 35. What do the first four lines 
of the last stanza make you see? ' ' Troop ' ' and ' ' winning * ' are apt words ; 
can you tell why? 36. Find another word for "winning," and you will 
see how suitable it is. 37. Expand the next to the last line. 

Stanza Six, 38. Which lines rime in this stanza? 39. Have two pupils 
read the last stanza, one pupil reading the first four lines, the other read- 
ing the last four lines. 40. Find all the different 'names used in address- 
ing the violet in this poem. ' 41. Memorize and recite the poem. 

Review er — shiver, under, slender, flutter, whisper 

BBOTHEB GBEENOOAT 

Aunt Molly's Fairyland 

1. Use the questions in the Beader, page 308. 2. Have you ever seen 
the clouds "flying just as if they were playing f ollow-my-leader " ? ' 3. 
Why did Betty wish there were elves and fairies? Tell how Aunt Molly's 
little friend looked, at each of the various times she saw him. 4. Do you 
think these "adventures" of her little friend were strange ones? 5. What 
.was the name of Aunt Molly's little friend? 6. Where does he live in 
winter? 7. Have you ever seen Brother Green-Coati 
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Brother Green-Coat 

8. What reason did Betty give for believing this strange friend was 
not the robin f The blue- j ay f 9. What is Brother Green-Coat's name 
before he puts on his velvet' suit f 10. Have you ever seen a frogf 11. 
Have you ever heard a frog sing or talkf 12. Did you ever see frogs' 
eggsf Tadpoles f 13. How did Betty account for Brother Green-Coat's 
bright suit and clean trousers? 14. What did Betty learn from Aunt 
Molly's little friend! 15. What does the picture on p. 230 show yout 16. 
Will this story lead you to look at the frog more closely hereafter? 17. 
Why is this an apt story for this group of selections? 

Have pupils mark the vowels: 



resting 


time 


face 


scrub 


nice 


still 


side 


spent 


mud 


white 


For study: 






- 




elf 


elms 




floating 


green 


undergronnd 


tadpoles 




stranger 


burst 


soot 


surprising 


contented 


trousers 


elves 


intends 




whitish 





THE SCARECROW 

Page 231. 1. What does the first stanza make you see? 2. How did 
the farmer wish to *'beat the robins"? 3. Can you use another word for 
*'beat"? (Outwit.) 4. Read just the words the farmer said, not the 
others. 5. Then, read the entire first stanza. 6. Which lines rime? 7. 
What pictifre does the second stanza give you? 8. What does *'grim" add 
to your picture? ''threatening"? "bristling"? 9. Find all the different 
words used in the poem for scarecrow, as ''horrible thing." 10. Can you 
use another word for "fashioned"? (made.) 11. In the fourth stanza, 
to what are the blossoms of the cherry tree compared in color? 12. Have 
you ever seen a cherry tree in blossom? 13. Did you think it "a lovely 
sight"? 14. Did the scarecrow frighten away the birds? Read the line 
that tells you. 

Page 232. 15. Have you ever seen a robin hold his head "aslant," and 

*' surveying" something (examining carefully)? 16. "Prospects blight" 

— to destroy the chances of. 17. Did the rain ever "blight" your **pros- 

pecta" of going somewhere that yo\i wiefcied. very much to go? 18. What 
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question did the robins ask themselves? 19. Which lines rime? 20. The 
sixth stanza is enclosed in quotation marks. Who is talking? About 
whom? 21. In what way was the scarecrow ''harmless''? ** comical"? 
** tough''? 22. Use another word for "budge." 23. Read the third line; 
can you think of a reason why they should **all go into the tree together"? 
24. Can you tell what the poet means by ''sauciest pair"? 25. What does 
"peered and perked" make you see? 26. What spot do you think the pair 
"selected with the utmost care"? 27. What "work" do you think they 
did all day? 28. What was "half concealed on his ragged breast"? 29. 
Why did they build their nest in the scarecrow's pocket? 30. Use another 
word for "concealed," and for "covert." 31. Do you think the farmer 
"beat" the robins? 32. Use another word for "thriving." 33. Tell the 
thought of the last sentence in other words. 34. Do you like this poem? 
35. Read the whole poem to bring out the pictures clearly, to enjoy the 
quiet humor and the beautiful rhythm. 36. Memorize the stanza that you 
like best. 37. Select all the words in this poem beginning with 6 and 
arrange them in alphabetical order. 



WHAT KEPT THE CHIMNEY WAITING 

1. Use the questions found in the Reader, p. 309. 2. Whose house was 
to have a new chimney? 3. Why were the boys particularly glad of this? 
4. Tell about the ride the boys took. 5. What incident of the drive shows 
that the grandfather was kind-hearted? 6. What did the grandfather 
show the boys that explained why the new chimney had to wait? 7. Why 
do you think he did not tell the boys instead of waiting to show themf 
8. Read the story to show the spirit of kindness and tenderness for the 
chimney-swallows. 

Arrange each column of words in alphabetical order considering the first 



three letters: 






brick 


• 
ladder 


meant 


built 


leaning 


moment 


boys 


Uttle 


may 


bricklayer 


longer 


mix 


barn 


last 


mortar 


big 


lay 


mud 


but 


lifted 


Molly 


building 


living 


me 
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NEST EGGS 

1. Use the questions found in the Header, page 309. 2. Where does the 
poet say the birds *' flutter and quarrel' 'f 3. What is the ''tpnt" of the 
laurel bushf 4. In what part of the laurel is the nest found? 5. Which 
lines rime in the second stanza? 6. What does the poet say the young 
birds when hatched will do? 7. In the fourth stanza, what does the poet 
tell you? 8. Bead the stanza to bring out the thought. 9. Tell in your 
own words what the fourth and fifth stanza mean. 10, What does the 
poet mean by "musical speeches"? 11. Can you tell this thought in other 
words? 12. Do you know why the poet uses these words? 13. Bead this 
stanza. 14. What does the last stanza tell you? 15. Bead the whole poem 
to show the advantages the young birds have over us. 16. Memorize and 
recite the poem. 17. Learn the name of the poet. 18. Find in your Table 
of Contents another selection by this poet; recite it. 

For study : 

sunny flutter seated heated 

upspringing frailer sailor . speeches 

er — flutter, frailer, singer, older, taller, stronger, longer 

BOBIN BEDBBEAST 

1. Who is talking in this poem? 2. How can a garden ** smile faintly*'? 
3. Where do the swallows go in winter? 4. Bead lines that teU how Bobin 
Bedbreast looks in the fall. 5. Have you ever heard him sing in the faU? 
6. In the last four lines, the poet is speaking to the robin ; read these lines 
to show this change. 7. Use another word for ** hosts." 8. Can you teU 
in what way **the* trees are Indian princes" in autumn? 9. What will 
turn the trees to ''ghosts"? 10. What does ''leathery pears and apples" 
make you see? 11. What does the next line add to your picture? 12. 
Bead the last four lines to show that Bobin is spoken to, 13. What does 
the poet mean by "pinching" days? 14. Use another word for "pinch- 
ing." (biting.) 15. Bead the stanza to make others see the autumn pic- 
tures. 16. Memorize and recite the poem. 17. Learn the name of the poet. 
18. Find another poem in your Beader by the same author. 

For study : 

Develop the meaning of accent. 

sum'-mer si'-lent rus'-set win'-ter 



THE EL80N READERS, BOOK' THREE 385 



Drill on the following: 

eeze — breeze 
vsh — thrush 
osts — hosts, ghosts 

THE SHELL 

1. Who is talking in this poemf 2. Did you ever hear a shell* singf 3. 
Does it seem strange to 'you that a shell can "sing"? 4. How did the 
poet at last account for the shell's ''song"f 5. Which lines rime in the sec- 
ond stanza? 6. Why did the poet ''wish the song had words"? 7. Have you 
ever heard the waves roar on the shore? 8. Did you ever see waves as 
high as your head? 9. What does the last stanza tell you? 10. Notice that 
your voice holds on ''anything" and on "sang." 11. Read the whole 
poem to enjoy the fine fancies and the beauty of the rhythm. 12. Mem- 
orize and recite the poem. 13. Arrange the words in the last stanza in 
alphabetical order. 

JACK FROST AND THE PITCHER 

Careless Katrina 

1. What two parts. has this story? 2. Use the questions in the Reader, 
page 309. 3. Read the lines that tell the kind of night it was. 4. Why 
did Jack Frost say that Katrina was a careless girl? 5. What is a "spare" 
room? 6. Why did not Jack Frost go into the sitting-room? 7. Which 
room did he decide to go into? 

Jack Frost's Mischiet 

8. How did Jack Frost excuse himself for breaking "such a handsome 
pitcher"? 9. Find lines that tell what the water said Jack Frost was 
doing. 10. Find lines that tell what the pitcher said to the water drops. 
11. What happened to the pitcher? 12. What did Jack Frost and old 
North Wind laugh about as they went away together?- 13. What was 
Katrina doing all the while? 

Mark the accent in the following : 

wag on (un) pitch er emp ty 

les son (sun) re peat ing soft ly 
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SIGNS OF THE SEASONS 

1. What two signs of spring are mentioned i^ the first stanza? 2. Which 
lines rime? What four signs of summer are mentioned? Which of these 
do jou know best? 3. Bead this stanza to make others see dearly the 
summer pictures. What four signs of autumn does the poet name? Which 
of these are jou most familiar with? 4. What four signs of winter are 
mentioned? Which of these do you notice most? 5. Bead the poem to 
bring out the pictures of the seasons and to enjoy the rhythm. 6. Memorize 
and recite the poem. 

Mark the accent in the following: 

eea sons (zunz) vi o lets crick ets 

dumb (dum) sign (sin) drift ing 



MOTHEB SPIDEB 

1. Use the questions found in the Beader, page 309. 2. Which of the 
little creatures mentioned in this story have you seen? 3. What did 
Mother Spider carry in her mouth this summer day? 4. What is meant 
by "pounced angrily" upon him? 5. How could Mother Spider "tumble 
the big beetle over"? 6. Find lines which the picture on p. 247 illustrates. 
7. Find the lines that tell you what was in Mother Spider's white bag. 8. 
Have you ever seen a grasshopper jump? 9. How did Mother Spider carry 
her "baby spiders"? 

Drill on the following: 

atv — caw, jaw, law, paw, raw, saw, claw, draw, flaw, gnaw, straw, 
thaw 

awl — bawl, crawl, shawl, scrawl, sprawl 

awk — hawk 

awn — dawn, fawn, lawn, pawn, drawn 

tie — beetle, bottle, throttle 

ble — tumble, nibble, bumble, thimble 

gle — wriggle, giggle, shingle 

die — fiddle, middle, muddle, puddle, bundle 

pie — dimple, simple 
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A SONG OF JOY 

1. What birds are mentioned in the first stanza? 2. This poem tells 
of many birds and of the songs they sing. 3. The robin comes very early 
before the leaves are on the trees; what does he find to sing about? 4. 
What early flowers does the bluebird sing about? 5. What stories do you 
think the wren can tell about? (sunshine, spring, buds, leaves, grass, etc.). 
6. Why do you think the oriole must be a happy bird? 7. Have you ever 
heard the pewee's call? (The bird is named from the call.) 8. A spray 
is a little branch; when a bird flies upon the end of a branch or spray, 
what does the spray do? (Tips, or slants or "tilts")* 9. Have you ever 
heard a cuckoo clock? (It is made to imitate the call of this bird.) 10. 
Which of these birds have you seen? 11. Review the group, using the 
questions at the bottom of page 309. 

For drill; 

ee — green, between, wee, pewee all — fallen, ccdls 

oy — hoy, joy, toy ell — tell 

ay — away, spray ill — willow 

OLD TALES 

THE SLEEPING BEAUTY* 
The Wicked Paiey 

Call attention to the group title and to the titles of the individual stories 
•composing the group. Have the pupils read the introduction on page 310. 

This story, with many variants, has been told by all peoples to typify 
the sleep of Nature in winter and its awakening at the touch of spring. 

Questions for Testing Silent Beading. 1. What two parts has this 
story? 2. Why did the king invite only twelve of the fairies to the feast? 
3. What did the wicked fairy do? 4. Find the lines which the picture on 
page 251 illustrates. 5. Tell what happened to the maiden on the day she 
became flfteen? 6. Find lines which tell of the sleep that came upon the 
princess. 7. Who else fell asleep? 8. Tell about the hedge that sprang up. 

The Young Prince 

9. What were the words of the young prince when he heard the story of 
ihe enchanted castle? 10. What did the young prince find when he reached 



*See "Silent and Oral Reading," Page 876. 
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the castle f 11. How did he awaken the princess f See footnote, page 387» 
12. What does the picture on page 255 illustrate? 13. WMch lines tell you 
how the whole court awoke f 14. The Grimm brothers made a collection 
of stories told by the folk of their day; who made a similar collection^ 
some of which you have read in this book? 

For drill: 

spin die en chanted Wick ed 

pi geon (pi jun) flax re joic ing 

fright en slum her ing 

CINDEBELLA, OR THE LITTLE GLASS SLIPPER* 

Cinderella's Selfish Sisters ' 

Questions for Testing Silent Beading, 1. What tells you the kind of 
woman the mother was? 2. Why did she love her two selfish daughters more 
than her kind daughter? 3. What lines tell how she treated her youngest 
daughter? 4. Why was the kind daughter called Cinderella? 5. What can 
you tell of the preparations of Cinderella's sistera for the baUf What lines- 
does the pietore on page 256 illustratef 

The Fairy Godmother 

6. How did the fairy godmother prepare Cinderella for her trip to the 
ball? 7. What does the picture on page 261 illustrate? 8. When was Cin- 
derella to return? 

Cinderella at the Ball 

9. Tell how Cinderella was received at the ball. 10. What attentions did 
the king's son show her? 11. Why did Cinderella wish to go to the ball 
again the next night? 12. What did her sisters tell about the ball when. 
they returned? 

The Glass Slipper 

13. What happened when the clock struck twelve? 14. What did the sisters 
tell Cinderella when they returned from the ball? 15. How did the prince 
find the owner of the little glass slipper? 16. What was the outcome? 17. 
How did Cinderella show that she forgave her sisters? 18. Tell the story 
(4 pupils) each telling one of the four parts or units. 



*See "Silent and Oral Reading,'* Page ^1^- 
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P'or drill: 

straw pa tient ly (pa shent ly) 

bilged (o blijd) in stant ly; 

coach re quest 

beard liz ards 

yawn ing splen did ly 

earn est ly par don (dun) 

FAIRYLAND 

1. Who is talking in this poemf 2. What picture do the first four lines 
give youf 3. How does the nurse's opinion differ from that of the little 
child? 4. Which lines in the first stanza rime? 5. What does the second 
stanza make jou see? 6. Have you ever been frightened "when no one's 
by"? 7. Have you ever heard noises "after dark" that made you "run 
away to hide and cry"? 8. Can you point to the west? 9. What does the 
first line of the last stanza make you see? The second line? The third 
line? 10. What does "dimpled" make you see? 11. What does "grassy 
hollows" add to your picture? 12. Which lines tell what the nurse thinks 
of "our woods"? 13. What does the child think of them? 14. Read the 
whole poem to show the beauty of the pictures and the contrast in views 
between the child and the grown-up. 15. Memorize and recite it. 

For drill: 
ee — weeds, queen, queer, creeping, green, between 

HANS AND THE FOUR GREAT GIANTS* 

Hans Goes Out Into the World 

Questions for Testing Silent Beading, 1. What does the picture on page 
269 illustrate? 2. What kind of boy was Hans? 3. Why did he go out in 
search of work? 4. What work did he find to do? 5. Tell about the 
beautiful princess. 6. What did Hans ask of the king? 7. What was the 
king's reply? 

The Enchanted Pkasls 

8. Why did Hans go in search of the enchanted pearls? 9. Tell of his 
trip to the North Sea. 10. Why did Hans invite each giant that he met 
to go with him? 11. How did each one aid him? 



*See "Silent and Oral Reading," Page 876. 
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The Miller, You may sleep in a corner of my bam. 

Granny Duncan, I promise you a bowl of broth at bedtime. 

All, Very well. Good night I Let us hurry home I (ChUdren keep close 
to their elders on account of fear, looking hook to see that the hrownie ^ 
not following them.) 

AoT n 

(The Brownie's Good Deeds) 

Time. A Pew Weeks Afterwards. 

Place. On the Village Green. 

i'EBSONS. The Village Children 

(Boys running a race. Girls, standing in a group, taXbUng.) 

Jim, There! I beat again! 

Tom.. Jim always beats! I wish I could run as fast as he does! 

Harry, Well, I'm too tired to run any more. Let us sit down and rest.. 
(Boys throw themselves down on the ground,) 

Jack, I wonder what the girls are talking about over there. 

Eohert, I am going over to find out. 

George, So am I. Come on, boys ! (Boys run across green to gWls ) 

Henry, What are you girls talking about? 

Lucy, Oh, we are talking about that dear little brownie! 

Boys, (All together,) Where is he? Have you seen himf 

Alice, We don 't know where he is now, but we saw him last night. 

Boys, Last night! Where was hef 

Susan, Down by the old mill. 

Jane, We were all there and he sang the most beautiful songs for us! 

Mary, O, boys, I wish you could hear him! His voice is so sweet and' 
soft! 

Jack, Perhaps he sang to our baby last night. 

Girls, O, Jack, is the baby sick? 

Jack, He is better today, but he was very sick last night. He cried and 
cried and would not go to sleep. Mother was so tired that she fell asleep in 
her chair and when she woke the baby was asleep and the fire was made and 
the breakfast was all ready. 

Girls, The dear, good brownie! 

Bohert, Did you know he breught our sheep home the night of that 
great storm! My father was gone and mother said I was too small to go 
out in such a storm. The poor sheep would have died if the brownie had 
not brought tbem home. 
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Henry, He helped my father in the field yesterday. Poor father was so 
tired that mother did not want him to work, but he came home at night 
80 smiling and happy that we knew the brownie had been with him. 

Jane. He made the bread for mother one day when she was tired. 

Alice. He made the best batter we have ever hadl 

Tom. He seems to be helping someone, all day and all night, toot 

Ellen. Do you remember what he said that first night f Mother make, 
me say those words every day. 

Jim. What words do you mean? You know I was away the night the 
brownie came and so I did not see him. 

Children, (All together.) ''He serves himself best who serves others 
most. ' ' 

Tom. I never thought about serving others until the brownie came, but 
he has made me ashamed of being selfish and thinking of myself all the 
time. 

Mary. That is just what we were saying before you came. 

Ellen. We are all going to try to be like the brownie and make people 
happy as he does. 

Jim. I wish I could see the brownie! 

Sitsan. Come down to the old mill tonight. We are all going down 
there. The brownie said he would sing for us whenever we came. 

Jim. Oh, that will be fine! We'll all be there, won't we, boysf 

Boys. Yes ! Yes ! We '11 be there ! (Children run home.) 



Act III 
(Why Aiken-Drum Lett Blednock) 

Time. A Pew Days Afterwards. 

Place. A Village Street. 

Persons. The Village Children. (Boys and girls in a group.) 

Lucy. We shall never see the little brownie again. 

Jack. Mrs. White should have known better than to give him that suit 
of clothes! Of course, he could not stay after that! 

Tom. Of course not! Didn't he tell us that first night that he did not 
want pay for his work? 

Alice. Poor Mrs. White! She just cries and cries! She said she wanted 
to do something for the brownie because he had been so good to her. 

Susan. Well, we may never see the brownie again, but I think we may 
hear him. 

Children, Have you heard him, since he left usf 
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Susan. Yes, I heard him last night down at the old mill. He sang just 
as he always sang to us. It made me so happy! 

Mary, I '11 go down with you tonight, Susan. 

Children. Let us all go! 

Jane, I am so glad to think we can hear the brownie again ! But I must 
run home now and play with baby while mother gets supper. 

Ellen, And I must set the table. 

George, I am going for the cows. 

Henry. I shall go out to the field and help father so that he can come 
home early. 

Tom. I think I'll chop some wood for Mrs. White. Perhaps she will 
think the brownie has come back. 

Bohert. And I'll look for her cow. Isn't it fun to do things for people! 

Jim. That must be what the brownie meant! We are all happier than 
we were when we thought only of ourselves. 

All the Children. The brownie was right. "He serves himself best who 
berves others most." Now to work! (Children run off in different direc- 
tions.) 
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